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FALKLAND. 



ACT I. 

SCENE I. — Falkland (in Fifeshire). The mame. The 
minister's study. Enter Rev. Alexander Chabteris, 
followed by Andrew, the minister's man. 

Charteris. Janet and John ? — am I to have no rest ? 
The end o' the week — no time to spare for study ! 

Andrew. They '11 hear ye ! Hush ! Study ? Mere 
intellect ! 
The godly Peden, dung three pulpits down, 
And knocked the inside out of three pair Bibles — 
He, honest man ! ne'er thought, but blather'd out 
Whatever came uppermost. Ah, what a gift ! 

Charteris. The ass could preach, when Balaam's cudgel 
found 
The text ; but now the asses cudgel Balaam. 

Fnter Mrs. Charteris. 

Mrs. Charteris. Good-man, the ruling elders 

Charteris. Ttule indeed I 

Knox row'd a galley, and I tug an oar. 
They say when Peter ruled, priests rode the people ; 
Now that John reigns, the people ride the priests. 

Mrs. Charteris. Aye, aye — speak louder ! Cry it at 
Falkland Cross ! 
You that have sons and daughters ! Let your session 
But hear of this, where were our manse and teinds ? 

Charteris. Hum 1 as for tithes, ours are but mint and 
cumin. 
We take no purse nor scrip — at least we get none^ — 
Like the first preachers. To the saints belong 
The earth : our lairds and farmers are the caints. 
They took the Church lands from the " Man of Sin," 
And for our souls' health kept them, that the clergy 
Might not be worldlings. 

. Andrew. " Mint and cumin," said ye ? 

Plenty o' that — and Faith — but little Judgment — 
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2 FALKLAND. [Act I. 

Of Mercy none. What virtue is 't that covers 
A multitude of sins — at least, that hides them ? 
That sure must be our cardLual. But hark ! 
Our ruling ciders' steady drone draws near. 
No more of virtue, and such filthy rags. 
Poor carnal reason. Stick to sound believing. 

Enter Mb. Eehoboah Whitelaw and Mb. Ebenezeb Ebskine. 

Chabtbbis. Good ev'n, Mr. Whitelaw. Ha, friend Erukine ! 
You 've caught me in my study. Sabbath day 
Asks for deep thought on Saturday at ev'n. 
But come — ^the Word shall answer for itself : 
Sufficient for the day Is 't parish work % 

Whitelaw. Too much, too evil. Broken covenants, 
Erastian rulers. Scripture trimmers, Grallios, 
That care not for these things ; what comes of that 
But wandering sheep, and a backsliding land % 
There was a dance at Halbert's penny wedding. 
I heard the fiddles — saw the huzzies' top-knots 
Bob 'gainst the lights T the barn. The piper's thumb-cracks 
Set to the ale-stoup's clink. The double-shuffie 
Changed to tho foursome reel, and pagan strathspey. 
That Sai^o^ synagogue I warn'd to flee 
Their deadi/foesj^the^devil^the wftrld, the flesh; 
But scoffers, as they plied^taeir fiddle4>ows,^ 
Shouted, *' We are to lovefour enemies." 
In Luckie Welch's chaDg^ouseL Eben saw 
The devil's picture-books ; and, whfenhe groan'd, 
A graceless trooper, with uplifted card, 
CaU'd himself saint, waiting for the last trump. 

Ebskine. The parish must be look'd to. Cold morality 
Can never save a perverse generation. 
The weaver's chimney never reeks till seven — 
A lazy lie-a-bed ; the sutor cobbles 
EVn into Sabbath morning ; and I fear 
The 61ect fall away to heathen courses. 
Boiling their kail-pot on the day of rest. 

Chabtebis. The wedding and the change-house? Were 
you there 1 
How did you know this clouting after midnight, •• 

When decency 's a-bed ? 

Ebskine. H — m. I had the colic. 
And for the stomach's sake call'd for a gill 

Whitelaw. Are we not masters in our Israel % 
Dogs that will bark — watch that the flock may sleep. 
The miller's water-wheel is out of gear. 
Else he 'd come with us, rulers of the kirk, 
To fortify remonstrance. Your discourses 
Are all too short and carnal — speak smooth things, 
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To poor lost souls predestined. Mamble mercy, 

When sin should quake, and you should shut the door. 

The folk note that you handle but the half — 

The later half, of all the Holy Word— 

Say nothing of the types and prophesies — 

Of wrath, and judgments, or the filthy rags 

Of proud self righteousness. 

Charteris. I am awaken'd. 

I thank you, fsuthful watchmen ; from henceforth 
I *11 shake them o'er the pit, and show them Tophet — 
Since, till they think they 're lost, they are not saved. 
The teiTors of the law they '11 have, 1 promise ye — 
I '11 not stop at the shorter catechism. 
No question of the larger, with the proofs, 
I '11 bate to farmer's wife, or laird — not one 
Shall skip or 'scape me. _ , , 

Ebskine. We have ta en sweet counsel 

"With Dick, the horse-coper-^he swears no more. 

Charteris. Nor Ues ? nor cheats 1 That 's the new birth 
indeed ! 

Erseine. For Lizzie Lightfoot, she must be rebuked 
Ev'n from the pulpit, for her caps and ribbons. 
None must be absent, ev'n from one church diet, 
Without sufSbiug reason — services 
Must grow in number. Saunders and his wife 
Must stand to-morrow on repentance stool. 
The white sheet cloaking them — ^while before all — 
The yoimg and giddy in especial — 
You hold them up as warnings, for the sin 
Of ante-nuptial incontinence. 

Charteris. The lads and lasses titter, and look down 
This way and that 

Mrs. Charteris. Surely your wife, my ftiend, ' 

Knows nought of this ? Eve fell when she did taste 
The tree of knowledge. Youth loses innocence. 
When it knows good and evil. You have driven 
The Lady of Falkland and the Master too 
From the &t>nt lofb. 

Whitelaw. What I That most arch-malignant ! 

••-Erskike. Why cumbers he Scotch ground ] A Prelatist I 

Whitelaw. Set her to darn Laud's tippets ! As for both 
We must uphold neglected ordinances : 
They shall not flaunt episcopacy here. 

Mr& Charteris. He has ^e King's protection. And my 
lady 
NuTBing {heir son, yet finds both time and thought 
To heal the sick, and help the poor that want. 

Whitelaw. Works I carnal works ! 

EfiSKim. Perhaps the deviTa woduu 
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4 FALKLAND. [Act I. 

Why shuns he eye or ear-shot of our kirk ? 

Unholy spirits of the lost do swirm 

At holy names, and at the chnrch-beirs toll. 

Strange sounds are heard — untimely lights do flit 

r the palace — scullions whisper, two black cats 

Are his familiar spirits. No frogs leap. 

But toads crawl, and their vicious venom spit — 

Sitting like imps, on stools, on lawn and garden. 

Whitelaw. Let's go. 'Tis late, this must and shall be 
answered. 
Good night, and to your sermon. 

Mrs. Charteris. Supper 's ready 1 

Erskike. Thanks. But we have the miller yet to see, 
To hold a session. 

(Exeunt Whitelaw and Erskine. 

Andrew. Aye, and a long one too. 

Down at the mill, it is not meal, but malt, 
Theser godly go for. 

Charteris. Andrew, take the bellman : 

Two witnesses to watch them safely home j 
That scoffers see no scandal to our Sion. 
After and watch. The mill race runs right fast, 
And they may slip their foot. The flesh is weak, 
Although the spirit 's strong. 

Andrew. He ! he ! 

Charteris. Their wives await them. 

Andrew. Aye, and the house-broom, too, behind the door, 
To rule the ruling elders. (JExit Andrew. 

JSnter Peter Sumph, Saunders Jaap, Robin Powstie, 
Wabster Thrums, Sutor Selkirk, Tailor Shears, 
and others. 

Charteris. What ! more ? At fitter time I could be blithe 
To meet the flock. But now 

Sumph. The folk have thought 

That we, whose walk and conversation are 
Most godly, should take counsel with our pastor. 
H — m. Firstly, your walking-staff you proudly carry 
Over your shoulder — not as ministera should. 
Under your arm. 

Jaap. 'Tis seen you wear a nosegay 

In your buttonhole — a carnal vanity. 

Powstie. But worst of all, at prayV your eyes are open — 
Not shut devoutly as with priests is wont. 

Thrums. The flock are scandalised at shoe buckles. 

Selkirk. And all of us desire three Sabbath sermons, 
Thinking — besides, there should be three i' the week, 
While exercise in pray'r should end the foui*th. 

OsABTBBis. Your gospel zeal is quite refreshing to me. 



Scene I.] falklakd. 5 

I like your care of all my incomings 
And outgoings. You *d have another service, 
And would devoutly, without ceasing, pray. 
Oh, gifted shepherd, and oh, blessed flock ! 
Last night, good Peter — you who are so fond 
To hear me lecture — week day and Sabbath, 
Doubtless you have my text of yester even 1 

SuMPH. 'Tis at my fingers' ends ; yet for my life — 
And yet again, 'tis strange, I 'm at a loss. 

Chartebis. Well, Saunders, how say you ? 

Jaap. Who, I ? The text J 

Oh yes ; 'twas in the — wasn't it 1 — ^that chapter — 
You know — about the — H-m — I can't just remember. 
And yet I seem to feel as if I could. 

Charteris. Why, Robin — you who tiu-n'd so sharp of eye 
And often to your Bible — there to see 
I handled Scripture rightly — ^you can tell 
At least the subject I improved upon 1 

PowsTiE. The subject 1 — oh, exactly — yes — ^the subject — 
Of course — I know. 'Twas something as it were 
About religion as I think. 

Charteris. Good Joseph, 

Who never keeps his eye from off the book 
When I expound the chapter 's going to tell us ; 
I see it on his tongue's tip—where I chose 
The ev'ning lesson. 

Joseph. Tip o* my tongue indeed, 

But not out o' my tongue. My memory 's 
A sieve. 

Thrums. 'Twas Nehemiah, fourteenth chapter. 

Selkirk. No — Tobit and his dog. 

Shears. It was —no 'twasn*t. 

And yet I somehow seem to recollect 
It was Ecclesiasticus 1 

Charteris. Why, look now — 

Yea, all of you. You search me through and through ; 
I cannot wink nor sneeze without a critic ; 
Myself, my sermons, pray'rs, my walking-staff. 
My very coat and shoes are inventoried. 
Five sermons in the week, a prayer meeting, 
Don't satisfy your maw j yet two of you, 
The strictest, Sirach's son mistake for gospel. 

Shears. Gospel 1 see there 1 'Tis in my father's Bible. 

Charteris. 'Tis th' Apocrypha — 'twixt the two Testaments. 

Shears,' 'Pocrypha here, sir, or Apocrypha there, 
I swallow all that 's 'twixt these holy boards. 

Charteris. A faith determined by the bookbinder I 
Another knows of Nehemiah more 
Than is reveal'd— a fourteenth chapter ; and 
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6 FALKLAND. [Act I. 

The rest forget on Saturday at e'en — 

Ev'n those who are not fast asleep and snoring — 

The exhortations of but yesterday. 

You cannot carry one discourse — ^how five 1 

Henceforth / *ll critic be — not criticised. 

/ ^U preach the less, and catechise much more. 

See all that you come perfect. H — m, Take my blessing. 

(Exeunt Sumph, Jaap, and the others. 

Mrs. Charteris. So ! My good man's still master of his parish. 

Charteris. The Priest too many for the Pharisee. 
To supper, wife — and to my nightcap, too. (Exeunt. 



SCENE II. — FalMand Palace. The Library. Lucius Cauy 

discovered standing at window. 

Gary. Silence that speaks. Creation's morning pause, 
Before she wakens Nature into Day ! 
The miracle of dawn ; the bursting hawthorn ; 
The boastful crow of strutting cRanticleer ; 
The linnets in the tree, that pile up music ^^ 
Ev'n to the climax of their melody ; 
The dew, that in her glory ev'ry leaf 
Arrays, caught in the sun-gleams' jewell'ry. 
At ev'ry sense, sends beauty to the souL 

Enter Mrs. Cary, who goes up to the window^ and leans 

on his shoulder. 



See where the East, with ineffectual veil. 
Tempts us to raise her curtain j and the beams 
That flit behind yon clouds, herald the sun 
To act his daily di*ama. 
^ Mrs. Cary. Not alone. 

Have we our faces to the rising light. 
E'en as we gaze, from ev'ry minaret. 
The Turk gives thanks to Allah, and the Parsee 
Earns pardon for idolatry that kneels 
To such an idol. 

Cary. On yond mountain crag 

The deer are looking for him through the mist, 
Whom David liken'd to the bridegroom coming 
Forth from his chamber — from his bounteous hand 
Dispensing gold and pearls. Was't not on such 
A day — aye, at this hour — when I did haste 
To welcome the May morning, under the thorn, 
I found the Queen before me gathering dew, 
And crown'd her with the blossom. ^ 

Mrs Cary. Mine own husband I 

How can I chuse but bless that day, or dread 
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The fate that yet may follow. My brave lord, 

For me, unworthy, like some prodigal, ^ 

An angry father from his roof-tree thrust, 

To strand him on life's shoals for dowerless love. 

Cart. What dower so rich 1 Marry a money bag I 
Wed dirty acres that may march with ours 1 
To Adam what was Eden without Eve 1 
Wife ! Divine gift ! safe gamer of man's heart— 
My second soul — ^not only of my flesh 
The other half — my conscience' chancellor — 
My sweet confessional — to whom alone 
In all the world I can unpack my sins. 
Halve all my cares, and soothe the small, still voice, — ^ 
That else would eat my life out ! In whom was it 
The wisest said the heart did safely trust, 
And that her children rise to call her blessed 1 

Mrs. Gary. Why, he was known i' the gates, and sat among 
The elders of the land. But where art thou 1 
Come, I '11 be Job's friend ev'n against myself. 
Cart. I '11 not have thee the devil's aidvocate. 

I With thee, and Plato^ Homer, Antonine, 

I The silent speakers who look down on us 

f From all the ages — measureless content ! ^ 

\ The towering mind, prophetic in its insight j 

! A tongue persuasion's self — a gracious presence 

! That gather'd all men's tribute — simple tastes 

\ And elegant desires — ^vision so wrapt 

That Nature could not hide her secrets from him — 
Statesman, chief peer, first judge — and for the end, 
A broken heart, wreck'd fortune, shame, the grave, 
Were Bacon's balance of his life's account, >j 

That grubb'd for gold, and grovell'd in ambition. J 

Mrs. Gary. The darling of the revels — the Endymion 
Who footed the Coranto with the Princess, 
Till, at the masque, actors forgot their parts, 
And gazed in wonder while the play stood still — 
Your university's chief boast, the senate's hope, 
The Tribune of the people ! Lucius, dear, 
Gifts are not blossoms, that the spring tempts forth 
To lose their perfume in the meridian summer. 
You owe the State the debt you pay to me. 
Love 's but the episode of life. 

Cauy. Thou sweet blasphemer 1 

Gifts, blossoms, spring, and summer, all are here 1 
My soul is dwarf d, elbowing her envious way 
Through festering crowds, scrambling to clutch the bauble 
That fools call fame. Gourt, council, camp, or senate. 
One in a reeking mob, where but to slip 
Is to be trodden flat ! — call not that life. 
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To gasp and pant, is not the stated rhythm 
Of even-tenor d health. The hectic fever 
Of multitadinoas humanity, I shake off here ; 
The elements restore my sober reason — 

J Here doth the Hill of God look down on me : 
The howling blast that rages down the pass — 
The deaf ning fall that thunders o'er the linn — 
Koars ns awake, and shakes onr day dreams from us. 
Beside the tranquil tarn, truth's sanity 
People^s the solitude with thoughts serene, 
And fills the waste with fancies. See — the cloud, 
Caught on the peak, now veils it in the mist — 
Now, trembling in the zephyr, sails away, 
And leaves the summit crown'd i' the morning's sun light ! 
Mks Gary. I love so much all to myself to have thee, 
I 'd fain in that mind have thee rest for ever. 
But thou whom all mankind delight to honour. 
And court and city call to grace and lead them — 
For thee, a Timon, from man's face to flee. 

And bury all thy gifts in these lone wilds 

Gary. Bury ? No ! But to save them from their grave ! 
To shun the plague, we haunt the wilderness. 
Towns are men's handiwork : their seething herds, 
Flock there to rob, betray, or be betray'd ; 
Wrap their poor carcass round with rags and labels. 
That nickname this a lord and that a churl. 
But here, each looks no more askance at t' other. 
Because this skin 's in sack-cloth, that in silk. 
Order and class, in common nakedness. 
Here stand before the majesty of nature. 

Forget their ranks, and think but they are human. {Bell tolls, 
Mrs. Gary. The first bell tolls. The hill-top yields no 
breakfast. 
The gardener loiters round his flow'rs. 

Gary. A fellow 

I cannot fathom. Get thee in ; I '11 follow. 
He waits, I see, to have speech of me. Go. 

(Exeunt : he to the garden, she to the hall. 



SGENE III. — Bur/ord House, Oxfordshire, Enter Lord 

and Lady Falkland. 

Falkland. What ! Here ! Outface me ? This is some 
mother's trick — ^yours 1 j 

Lady Falkland. Our son ; your heir 

Falkland. Ha ! That was well remember'd. 

My will ! Ho, Jacob ! {Enter page.) Fetch the scrivener to 
me. {JSxit Jacob. . 
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I have a shilling left. My testament 

Must not forget my heir. The yearning father 

Brings forth the fatted calf {shaking a cudgel) to welcome back 

The penitent prodigal. By him that made me ! 

Let him but come within three counties of me, 

I '11 pack him to his husks, and swine, and harlots ! 

Hear you ! I 've said it, and I '11 stand to it. 

What ! have I ruled a realm-:-stamp'd out rebellion — 

Made law supreme, and priestcraft subordinate — ^•^ 

To have a woman viceroy over me. 

Where most I should be master ! He hath thwarted. 

My very life's hope : even from their cradles, 

Her father and myself had settled it 

Over our wine, or as we rodo to cover — 

Neighbours for generations ; J ad and lass 

Given us to marry our broad lands together — 

The finest land i' the county ; and t6 think 

I 've lived but to endow a fool and beggar — 

See my friend's daughter slighted^ and my title 

Go to a mooning dreamer and his wench ! 

Enter servant 
Servant. My lord, the doctor. 

Enter Doctor Hardy. 

Hardy. Ha, my lady ! What, 

Does the dry east of March bring back the face-ache. 
Or megrim vex you ? Save yon, my lord ! 

Lady Falkland. Ah, doctor ! 

The nerves and my poor head. 

Hardy. There 's not a house 

In all my rounds, the spring leaves free from sickness. 

Falkland. Is it to see her tongue, ©r feel my pulse. 
You drop on us so j)at ? Confess 3 the attorney 
You 'vo met i' the street — ^you know he has been sent for. 

Hardy. My lady's malady 's an absent son 

What ! will you fiowu on 7ne, that was at college with you — 

That closed your mother's eyes — that gave the nui'se 

Your heir when he was bom, master of Falkland ? 

Nay, lord ; I am too old for hope or fear. 

The drug that tastes the worst 's the wholesomest — 

Truth, that deals equal dole to king and beggar. 

A peer ! why, he is peerless, — scholar, poet — 

They who have been his comrades in the field — 

Your tenants' sons, sore, batter'd in the wars — 

Whose tales I 've heard (as I have dress'd old wounds) 

Beguile the winter nights at the inn fire, — 

This, as he shakes his stump i' the sleeveless jerkin, 

The other, as he pokes his wooden leg 
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To stir the embers, while his rear rank man 
Turns to the blaze the only eye that 's left him — 
I have stolen in and listened, as they told 
How their young captain, gravest on the march. 
Was ever gayest where the battle raged. 
Smiling at death as if he were immoi-tal — 
First i' the breach, the last in the retreat. 
In camp, his rations and his bed were those 
O' the common soldier. Each he knew by name. 
And had his jibe for each, — but saw them righted. 
All men speak well of him, save one — that turns 
From his own flesh, whereto all nature yearns. 

Servant enters. 

Servant. My lord, the rector. {Exit. 

Enter Rev. Mb. Somers. 

SoMERS. I make bold to come 

E'en at my usher's heels. I 've news, my lorJ, 
From Falkland : the archbishop writes to me, 
To warn us all to call the Master back. 
Grim presbytery grins with surly teeth. 
And gathers up to make its tiger-spring 
On Southron, and the prelatist. He slights 
The kirk and her sour doctrine. I 'd as lief 
Withstand the Pope at Rome, as kirk at Falkland. 

Falkland. Why lags the scriv'ner ? Come on, all at once — 
The priest, the lawyer, the apothecary ! 
Sure for a fourth we must call down the hatches 1 
See which will tire the soonest, you or II 
Why, man, I *ve stood a siege, and fried my bootff 
Rather than yield, and had my way at last. 
If but the kirk would take him to herself, 
Why, / ^d turn Calvinkt. The Solemn League 
And Covenant is just for such as he 

{Enter Mr. and Mrs. Primrose. 

Why, how now, sirrah ! See you, we Ve company 1 
Steward. Oh, sir, and oh, my lady, pardon me. 

If manners fall behind, when fear 's in front ; 

Our boy is home — would that the Master were ! 

He is in deadly danger ; send for him. 

Mrs. Primrose. You are too mealy-mouth'd. Sir, go for 
him; 

He is your son ; you sent him on his travels ; 

See that he comes all safely back to us, 

Or look you to *t. I nursed him. Not my own 

Are dearer to me. 

Lady Falkland. Henry, dost tliou hear % — 

Our Lucius in peril l«-canst thou- 



Scene IV.] Falkland. 11 

FALKLAirt). Peace ! 

All the confounded tongues in Babel shall not 
Out-talk mo from my purpose. As for thee (to Mrs, Primrose), 
Thou common scold, the stocks are at my gate, 
And I a magistrate. 

Mbs. Primeose. Gro fill them, as most fit ; 
Your tantrums scare not me. I Ve been too long 
I' the family. I am not your warming pan ; 
Ihat is my lady's place, to keep the cold out — 
A counterpane and blankets. Were she of my mind, 
I 'd let you know what 't was to be a wife. 

Falkland. Out on ye all ! {Sei'vant enters.) What ! not all 
Job's friends yet 1 

Servant. A courier from the King, my lord — despatches. 

Falkland. By your good leave, Dame Partlet, may I spare 
A moment's leisure for the Lord's anointed 1 {Reads,) 
I must to horse. I'm bid to hunt at Tibbald's. 
See to the courier in the buttery. {Exit servant. 

Now, mark me, one and all. I '11 bear no more 
With this accursed theme. My friend ^ my neighbour, 
My old and faithful servant — he that speaks 
Again in this regard, doth place his life 
From mine for ever sunder'd. So, farewell. {Exeunt, 



SCENE rV. — Ewrly morning, Hwniingdon, Cromytei^l's 

house, A rooTTu 

Enter Oliver Cromwell from another room, in course of 
dressing ; after him his man Bichard. 

Cromwell. You 're late. 

Bichard. It struck the quarter as I pass'd. 

Cromwell. Has 't fed the mare ? At Peterboro' Market 
Blaze kick'd among strange horses. 

Bichard. 'Tis but fun ; 

He 's young, and just from grass. 

Cromwell. Get to the road. 

At fair or market, ever be the first. 
The cattle fight, the flocks get mix'd, when all 
Are crowding to the pens. 

Bichard. They 're on the way — 

Shepherd, and dog, and drover. 

Cromwell. Hark thee, Dick ; 

I buy the lean, and sell the fat ; you mind me 1 
Spare not for ale — ^the key that opes craft's lock, 
And sets the tongue-tied talking— oil that well. 
Each heifer has some spot, each ewe her blemish. 
You mark me, Dick ! Eyes open, and mouth shut ; 
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Hear all, say nothing ; tell me what you hear. • 
Soh ! Get thee gone. / 'II saddle May. (Exit Richard. 

What, mother ! 

Enter Mrs. Cromwell. 

Mrs. Cromwell. Early and late. Not home till twelve 
last night, 
And up by cock-crow. Oliver, where wert thou ? 
Thy father shunned the tavern ^ 

Cromwell. I must sell 

My bullocks where men buy. The lords o* the fens 
Trench on the common rights — but 'tis a tale 
That 's not for women. What of breakfast, mother 1 
Aye, well bethought ! You that keep purse, I '11 need 
All the broad pieces in 't. My meads are full 
Of bite, and scant of stock. Where 's Bess and baby 1 
" Beware of idols " — both. 

Mrs. Cromwell. Thou wert too full 

Of sleep to hear him. Half the night his tooth — 
The first— 

Cromwell. Aye, aye. There ne'er was such a wonder. 

Mrs. Cromwell. He is indeed the fairest — 

Cromwell. Pooh ! Each daw 

Thinks its own crow the whitest. In to breakfast. (Eoceu7it. 



SCENE V. — St Ives. The Fair, Farnura, drovers, sliepherds, 
lads and lasses. Taverns; tables set; tents. The crowd 
talking confusedly. 

First Farmer. What for the sow and pigs ?— a bag o' bones. 
They 've drain'd her to the dregs. 

Second Farmer. What 's ta'en off her 

Is on to them — the fattest i' the fair. 

Third Farmer. Since Michaelmas till now, on Stilton 
meads 
They 've grazed the winter. Ask Jack Hoadley else. 

First Grazier. They're of all breeds, and lean— coarse i' 
the flank. 
What price now 1 

Third Farmer. Five rose nobles over head. 
They cost me three at Boston. 

First Grazier. Clean too dear. 

Let 's liquor on 't {Richard comes forward,) Ha, Dick ! what 
hast to sell 1 

Dick. My market *s made. Something I could take home. 
Poled heifers or blaek Herefords. Was ever 
So poor a fair 1 But buy or sell 's dry work. 
What for those Devons 1 Footsore with- long travel. 
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One is dull-eyed — runs at the nose. T fear 
I may not deal — but what of that ? Let 's in ; 
The brandy 's good, if Devons might be better. 

First Grazier. How runs the proverb 1 ." It is naught — 
'tis naught 
" The buyer saith — ^but when he *s gone his way, 
" Why then he boasteth." 

^ Enter Cromwell. The^ crowd round him, 

x)romwell. As I live, 'tis Ned, 

My sometime schoolfellow. Ha ! Molesworth here 1 
So far afield — no bullocks nearer home 1 
If we 're to deal. Jack, ope not thy mouth too wide ; 
Yearlings are plenty. 

Butcher. If I buy at the price 

The four black Scots, throw back a luck-penny 1 

Cromwell. Thou know'st I never bate. But Dick for once 
Must be my broker ; I have other work. 
My barn at Slepe to-day holds men — not corn. 
Bellman (to town cHer), go tell the neighbours — all who will — 
After the fair to meet. 

Fourth Farmer. What 's i' the wind ? 

Countryman. Aye, aye • I warrant some new tax to pay. 
Or minister deprived for godliness. 

Second Countryman. I was a lad when the last king — ^the 
Scot- 
Came o'er to Hinchinbroke, and ate it up — 
Honour 'd Sir Oliver to ruin — and brought on 
The soap tax. But last year, at Little Giddings, 
I troop'd with other fools to see King Charles 
At mad Ned Ferrars'. 

First Farmer. N"ay, nay, not so mad. 

He lives hj faith — 'tis we must do the works. 
Why, little parson Laud of Huntingdon, 
That 's now a bishop — 

Third Farmer. Hush ! hath he not his ear 

In ev'ry parish 1 Neighbour, didst never hear 
Of the Star Chamber ? 

First Farmer. Ah, since these Stuarts came— - 

Well, I say naught. But i' the good old times, 
When Tudor Bess 

Cromwell. And Tudor Mary burnt the Protestants, 
And Harry kill'd his wives. We 've had enow 
Of these same Tudors. Would that these Stuarts show'd 
Less of Dame Marg'ret, Harry's sister, in them. 

Countryman. We ne'er have had such crops since they 
came in. 
I 've heard old Wapshot say, when he was lad, 
The grass was greener and the murrain less. 
Ah. 1 when old England 
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''f^TlfROMWELL. Why, 'tis older now ! 

Seedtime and harvest never fail. The earth 's 
The Lord's, aye, and its fulness. Not the land, 
But we that crawl upon 't. — Bah I Here I preach, 
When we should raise the country. Cousin Hampden — 
Of Chalgrove — ^you have bought stock of him, Reuben — 
Squire Hampden writes to know how much we pay 
Of tonnage and poundage there 's no warrant for 
By vote of Parliament. The Court monopolies 
Eat up our industry, and we must buy 
Soap that won't cleanse, and pay a tax upon 't. 
They say in Buckingham the King *s i' the suds. 
Your wives, if strict of search, may find the Crown 
Ev'n in ftie washtub. Lawyer Noy 's found out 
A tax called ship-money. At Kimble Church 
The freeholders protest they will not pay 
What Commons have not voted. 

Countryman. Nor will we. 

Neighbours, go through the fair. Bid all to come 
To Slope Hall bam. 

Cromwell. Now, mark me. For myself, 

A crawling worm, craving but after flesh-pots — 
I 'd rather doff the world, and fat my bullocks — 
Seek carnal ease, my bam, my farm, and carters, 
Than to the tents of Israel. But, being there, 
I yield not to the heathen Philistines. 
How say you 1 I will none but earnest men. 
He that puts hand to plough and looketh back — 
You know the rest. This Laud, with his church tailoring - 
Sometime our costive curate, now our pope — 
Hath stopp'd our lectureship at Huntingdon, 
And starved our preacher out — ^good Master Wells — 
That christen'd you, and married you — stood by 
Your mother's ebbing breath, and gave to earth 
The ashes of your fathers 1 

Countryman. Of a truth, 

He ever was a friend. 

Farmer. And had kind words 

For all ; ne'er came your way but would look in, 
And all the children shouted. 

Cromwell. Certain poor men — 

Honest, God-fearing — ^have the lords o' the manors 
Thrust forth, and ta'en their lands for Bedford Level. 
The commons are enclosed — no remnant left 
To shelter poverty. It touches me 
But little friends, save as it touches all. 
Over in Boston yonder, the Lord's people, 
In dread of worse, take ship for the plantations. 
Better a morsel if with quietness, 
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As Scripture saith ; and in another place ; 
Better a little with the fear o' the Lord, 
Than treasure with great trouble. Tax on tax, 
^ And still no Parliament. A Somerset 
^-'o^ i^^^ StJnt ra out but for a Villiers to worm in — 
^ ' And for God's trixth, three shirts at Hallo wtide; 
Gospel ministers, physicians, lawyers, 
S^t i' the pillory — their ears torn off 
T/d fall r the lap o' their wives. I saw the hangman 
Grin like a deathjs-head as he led them out. 
Blinded with blood, quivering, but constant still. 

Grazier. I was i* the crowd. Its shout, I promise you. 
Was heard at Whitehall. 

Countryman. See how the fair-folks troop 

To hear what 's toward. 

Bellman. Masters, the barn is full ; 

You're waited for; the neighbours all agape. 

Cromwell. The cottiers from the Soke of Somersham 
That Mandeville hath harried 

Several. We are hei-e. 

Cromwell. Come on, and tell your tale. Neighbours, have 
with you. {Hxeunt, 



ACT IT. 
SCENE L—Falkl(md Church. 



Erderfrom chwrch misceUaneous congregation. 

Andrew (to old women). The poor should come betimes, 
and take their place 
As use and wont upon the pulpit stairs : 
And, Janet, who can hear the minister 
With your long fits of coughing) Saunders there, 
Yawning and grunting ev'n at the " fifthly " — 
What dole can you look for ? There 's Martha, now, 

That groans and shakes her head at the right place, 

(They pass out. 

Whitelaw, Erseine, and the miller come out of the church. 

The Miller. The palace loft still empty 1 What are we. 
If prelatists — malignants — can forsake 
The public ordiuauces with impunity ? 

Erseine. The Westminster Confession knoweth not 
Pretended liberty of conscience. 

PoTTiB. Shall 

The dvil magistrate then bear the sword in vain ) 
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Shall cold morality exalt its horn ? 

It 's clean against the law, and must be look'd to. 

Erskine. Hath Jenny Geddes flang her cutty-stool, 
And all for nought 1 A broken covenant — 
A man-sworn king — and a backsliding land ! — 
We must be up and doing. 

(PoTTiE, Erskine, the miller, pass out. 

Enter from the church Mrs. Charteris and the miller's wife, 

Mrs. Charteris. Let me catch him 

Once in my pulpit, by the chimney comer, * 
I *11 preach a sermon he will ne'er forget, 
And teach him an improvement of the subject. 

Mrs. Miller. The parish was agape j to think the wife 
Hebuked, and barr'd the tables by her husband ! 

Mrs. Charteris. And all for what % Would heart of man 
believe 't ? 
I did but, as I tied his cravat on 
And bands, take kiss for toll. The long-ear'd oaf 
Bebuked his wife for carnal Sabbath thoughts 
I' the face of all the parish ! 

Enter Mrs. Erskine. 

Mrs. Erskine. Well, I vow, 

If I had such a husband 

Enter Mrs. Whitelaw. 

Mrs. Whitelaw. Sure the men 
Have all tum'd crazy since the King and Laud 
Held court at Holyrood. They '11 make us wish 
We had the Tulchan Bishops back again. 
But we must home. The kail-pot 

Mrs. Erskine. Well bethought ! 

The roast will bum. 

Mrs. Miller. 'Tis time that we were jogging. 

Mrs. Charteris. He lags behind ; he guesses what 's 
a -brewing. 
To kiss and tell ! The next time that I tie 
His bauds and his cravat I '11 draw them tighter. 
But let 's away ; the dinner will 

Mrs. Erskine. I 'd dine him. (Exeu/nt. 

Enter Mr. Charteris and Bruce. 

Charteris. An open scandal — he defies the Act. 
My sermons, — but that matters not, — the fiscal 
Is set upon to take him to the sheriff; 
Aye, and mayhap the lady. I may not 
Be seen in this ; you mark me 1 

Bruce. I will warn him. 

Charteris. Church discipline requires that I should see 
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The lines you Ve from your former minister. 
On Monday I have parish work to do : 
On Tuesday bring them to the manse. 

{Exit Bruce ; enter Andrew. 
Well, Andrew ! 

Andrew. A powerful discourse and an awakening, 
The folk much edified ; and all the men — 
They praise the faithfiilness that calls aloud, 
And spares not eVn the manse. 

Charteris. And for their wives ? 

Andrew. You'll hear — an' you go fast enough their 
thoughts — 
As / have all the way along the street. 

Charteris. Sufficient for the day — ah well — my dinner 
Will be served hot — with matrimonial sauce, 
And grace of others' asking. 

Andrew. He ! He ! He ! {Exeunt. 



SCENE II. — The palace garden. Mr. <md Mrs. Cart 

discovered. 

Cary. My father — still a nether millstone — gone 
To Tibbald's with the King — and after them 
All Scotland howling treason — Wentworth ! Laud ! 
Does second sight come in these mountain mists, 
That blind the eyes, to make our souls see clearer 1 
What is this gain-giving I can't shake off — 
This inarticulate foreboding 1 Didst thou see 
That shrivell'd crone, who, like a pythoness. 
Commanded alms, not begg'd them ? As she pass'd, 
Each mother clutch'd her child, and gaping clowns 
Whisper'd and pointed, while age shook its head, 
And turn'd its back in haste to shut the door. 

Mrs. Cary. I saw, and pitied ; yet I wish'd her gone. 

Gary. Haunting the din of Nevis' thunder-fall, 
And rocking in its vapour-cloud of foam, 
The highland Sybil, hooded like Endor's witch, 
Broods over Fate, and brings forth Prophecy. 
She glared at me ; and looking into Time, 
As if she saw beyond it, croak'd to me, 
A flag and staff were falling at my feet ; 
My winding-sheet was rising to my waist ; 
And, with a start, shriek 'd that she saw a head 
Dripping with gore, roll from a shatter'd crown ! 
How is it with me when a crazy C^ 
Can cost me twice a thought ? 

Mrs. Cary. Then think not twice. 

Would we were home in England. 

c 
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{Exit Msa. Cast. 



Cart. Let me rommmd ^j ^fll, good Mkfw. How is % 
In tins bleak land, ihml xhaa camt grow sadiflafwenl 
Thj bees thrive nadj — fruit both fine and plenty. 

Bbdcs. Hjnunettns ^jme 's noi sveeter than our beather ; 
And fiir oar land, Tirgil ne'er bad a theme 
Mote worthj^ of him. 

Cast. Here'aabook Ifimnd, 

Left in the arbonr. 

B]iucs. ^Tia mj .SBAjha, 

How coold I haTe fiorgoi it ! 

Cast. EEare I jdod^d 

The heart oat of thj mysterj f Thoa art not 
The thing thoa seem'st Th j labour ooat hides ondor 
The pefson of a gentleman. 

Bruce. There be^ 

In this poor coantry, those can constrae Homer, 
Who hold the ploagh, or bear the shefdierd's cm^ 
O* winter nights, in the snow-drifted hills. 
The peasant flies to Plato from himself 

Cart. Naj, naj, I leave thj seoret with thee, friend, 
Since thoa most have one. 

Be-enier Mrs. Cart. 

Mrs. Cart (aside to Mr, Gary). Lodas, a word. 
I see aboat the groonds strange men, that peer 
Into the palace windows, and torn back 
To steal a look at me, when I have pass'd them. 

Cart (to Bruce), How 's this ? A royal palace is not private. 
Intrusive charls thrast their rude carcass on 
Our very walks. I have the King's protection. 

Bruce. Ferfervidwn ingenium Scotorum, 
Bender'd more fierce by bigotry, cares not 
For king or kaiser. Peril dogs thy steps 
As it doth mine, and makes us fellows, sir. 
This place is safe no more for thee or thine. 
This people — ^no more Christians than the Druids 
That piled a cromlech to Thor's hammer, or 
Bel's priests that with the children fed the dragon, 
Devoured by superstition, ignorant. 
Wise in their own conceit^ self-righteous, 
Are perilous to every free-soul'd man. 
Thy creed's suspect. 
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Gary. Axid since we 're both anathema| 

Confess, what is thy heresy 1 

Bruce. My mother, 

A widow scant of bread, set all her thoughts 
To pinch and starve, that I, her pride and hope, 
Might be a Gospel preacher. Oh, the pity. 
That I, the gamer of her soal, should break 
Her heart, and be myself a broken man ! 

Mrs. Gary. Thy mother, and a widow ! Oh,howcouldstthou? 

Bruce. At college, I won ev'ry bursary : 
The pride of the professors, I was mark'd 
For calls from many a parish. My fast friend. 
Another dawning light — who trained himself 
To answer heresy, found that it answer'd him. 
I searched, and studied, argued — ^put from me 
The Truth that still came back. We call'd to mind 
The words of Him who came into the world 
To bear it witness ; and we utter'd it ! 
To bigotry's sharp ears, a bird o* the air 
Will carry the matter. He was seized ; I fled : 
The common heart, the laity, were moved 
To pity. Mothers, trembling for their own, 
Look'd on his fair young face, and had compassion. 
The very lawyers spoke a word for mercy ; 
The priests alone had none — cried, " Crucify Him 1 " 
Would rather have released a Barabbas. 
My life was in my hand — ^a fascination, 
Kesistless as the eye of basilisk. 
Dragged me to see him die. The moving sea 
Of uptum'd flEices, hid not mine from him. 
He would have pointed, had his arms been free. 
He struggled on the brink, then swung in air, 
God's image as a carcass in the shambles I 
That last, lorn look, as if, ev'n then transfigured, 
He had already passM beyond the veil — 
O earth ! O heav'n ! — ^when will it leave my sleep 1 — 
That once was rest, where now ev'n day's a dream I 

Gary. When Abram to the blast thrust forth the pagan. 
The cloud-voice called, " I Ve borne these threescore years 
" And ten with this idolater ; canst thou 
" Nob bear with him — frail mortal ! — for one night 1 " 

Bruce. The mount on whose green sides the people rested 
To hear the Sermon, still is verdure clad ; 
But where are the beatitudes 1 Mars Hill, 
Still above Athens gleams i' the sun, as when 
The Jew, Greek, cynic, stagyrite, and stoic. 
Or sat upon the sward, or lay supine, 
Peer'd from behind a pedestal, or stood 
Aloof^ with eye averted, half in scorn, 

2 
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Half curioQS, and linger'd still to hear 
" What will this babbler say 1 " or loiter'd on 
To mock the dreaDiing wanderer, who first 
Declared the Unknown God. The hill still stands ; 
The God — is he yet known 1 

Mrs. Gary. Oh, stop not yet ! 

There, hovering on the outskirts of the crowd. 
The master heard with supercilious sneer, 
The startled slave, with wonder, that strange man, 
Who told them that the Maker of them all 
Had of one blood created them. 

Gary. For what ? 

War, priestcraft, Smithfield fires, inquisitors, 
Grusadesand St. Bartholomew massacres, 
Galvin that with green twigs Servetus roasted 
To prove a mystery in 'rithmetic. 
Each man his brother's heretic, and all 
Seeking for truth in dungeon, axe, and faggot. 

Bruce. The centre truth that Paul proclaimed to pagans, 
And skaithless went from Athens, but to whisper 
In London, brings the faggot and the rope ! 
The Jew, who taught the world philosophy, 
Morality, religion,'s worst oppress'd 
By those who take his faith to build their own. 
The fiery cross finds a new world to make^ 
The innocent Inca, and the kind Gacique, 
As pagan as the Ghristian. 

Mrs. Gapy. As the Ghristian 1 

Bruce. Magus or rabbi, augur, pope, or bishop—- 
They say New Presbyter *s but Old Priest written large. 

Mrs. Gary. These are but nicknames of the schoolmen, sir. 
Gall not the heathen bigot, lacquered with 
The varnish of patristic sophistry. 
And smear'd in war-paint catachetical 
Of wrangling polemics, " Ghristian." 
Greeds that sum &ith in pragma dialectic, 
Ghopping God*s Word in dry-cut logic chips 
To dole to pharisaic ignorance 
Its syllogistic riddles, are the head's, 
Theology, but not the heart's religion. 
And yet the meanest hind in all this land. 
Whose soul is starved on casuistic swine-husks. 
How infinite his height above the Greek 
Or cultured Roman ! who the Future read 
In tripe of oxen, prophesied from dreams, 
By omens order'd war, set lines of battle, 
And ruled the State by fortune-telling bird-fiights. 

Gary. What, Edith 1 Thou that hast read Plato with me. 
And know'st by heart the Memorabilia 1 



Scene II.] Falkland. 21 

Mbs. Cabt. And loved the demon-haunted Socrates^ 
Who sacrificed at drinking bouts, adored, 
As heavn's dread king — a filthy parricide — 
Of appetites diseased, and foul desires, 
"Whose life hung on an oracle in fits, 
And whose last thought could take no higher flight 
Than offer up a fowl to heav n*s quack doctor — 
A myth as mean as Baal or Mumbo Jumbo. 

Cart. Plato, the world's soul ! And Socrates, 
The centre figure of the universe ! 
His reverence did but its due homage pay 
The State religion and his people s gods. 

Mrs. Cart. Were they not his ? How false to truth — to 
man — 
To leave him wallowing in such a mire ! 
Hard by, where Egypt's daughter 'mong the rushes 
The infant prophet found, a temple stood 
With this inscription " Who the Truth doth know 
Is blessed, who revealeth it is cursed " — 
Wisdom which, for the few, the Copt and Greek 
Reserved, the Hebrew chief taught ev'ry Jew. 
But when the Master came, he made the Truth 
To G«ntile as to Jew, to bond and free. 
The common heritage of all mankind. 

Bruce. Was not he, too, a Master — Divine Questioner — 
Who taught men to love virtue for itself, 
And that a good life is its own reward. 

Mrs. Cart. What ! build up social life with no foundation, 
And teach morality without its motive ? 
Ne'er whisper such a thought as sin to sinners. 
Or sound great heavVs alarm to guilty conscience ? 
MenMved before the Gospel, but laBukind, 
Unconscious of a soul had scarce a being, 
Till on the moral deep dawn'd that sweet Light 
Which lighteth every man into the world — 
Heveals a God of purer eyes than to behold 
Iniquity ; who mercy wills, not sacrifice — 
Asks from us virtue as his only incense ; 
A contrite heart and spotless life as his 
Beligion ; in whose sight the toil-worn sei^f 's 
As precious as his owner ; loves him best 
Who most himself denies ; and bids us all, 
" When ye pray, say, Our Father ! " 

Bruce. Ah, dear lady ! 

The heathen, how much better than his faith ! 
The Christian, how much worse ! 

Mrs. Cart. The pagan raised 

His vices into gods. The Christian's God, 
Asks in' bis life the fruits of all the virtues. 
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To pass from that to this, is to emerge 
From moral midnight to the blaze of day ; 
From the world's embryo of cloud, fog, mud — 
Of mindless megatherium and behemoth — 
Into the sun-lit earth of moon and stars — 
Of the dry land and reasonable souls. 

Enter messenger, 

Messengeb. My lord, I Ve made post haste to bring you 
these. {Delivers despatches, 

Falkland. I do recall 
A Burford face. Ha, Robin ! how thou 'rfc grown ! 
Thou saidst ** My lord " — that packet. What 1 no more I 

Lady Falkland. Why, Lucius, how thou tremblest! 
What 's the matter 1 

Falkland. Oh, Edith ! — my poor father — thou 'rt a peeress. 

Lady Falkland. Oh, Lucius ! 

Falkland. He was stem, but yet — my father. 

Lady Falkland, Farewell the simple life, the home retired 
Where we were all in all each to the other ; 
What coronet 's worth that ? 

Falkland. We must away ; 

And, gard*ner, here is no safe place for thee. 
Bobin, take this man with thee. 

(Exeunt Bruce and messenger. 
Oh, Edith ! all his faults are in the grave j 
My wrongs are buried with them, and I feel 
But that I am his sou, and he my father. 

Lady Falkland. His very love it was that made him hate. 
But let *s away ; dear England is before. 
And peril here. 

Falkland. Come, dearest, let us go. (Exeunt. 



SCENE TIL— Cromwell's house at Ely, The haU. 

Enter thefa/mily doctor and Mrs. Cromwell. 

Doctor. What ! in the night ? 

Mrs. Cromwell. It struck two at the cathedral. 
He was so strange at Huntingdon, that Simcott 

Doctor. I know him well, we passed in the same year, 
And went to Paris to dissect together. 

Mrs. Cromwell. In bitter winter nights we had to knock 
The doctor up — with many a grudge — for Oliver 
Had fancies — thought he was about to die. 

Doctor. I know. Tis somethiug on the spleen. I had 
Just such a case at Bury. 

Mrs. Cromwell. He had visions ; 
Some fantasy concerning the town cross. 
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DooTOB. Some graiDS of calomel- 



Mbs. Cbo2CI7£LL. His mother hoped, 

That change would shake it off; but at Saint Ives 
His horrors scared us. 

Doctor. H — m. Father — ^was Ae so ? 

Mrs. Cromwell. Feeble in health — a hypochondriac. 
But Oliver 's ^ bewilder'd in his faith*^ 
Talks of the Elect — Sin — Predestination. 

Doctor. It is the epidemic of the time. 
I know not what — a breaking with the past ; 
Men's minds disturbed — uncertain of the future. 
The old faith and the new — upheaving soul quakes. 

Mrs. Cromwell. Onr little Noll — ^the apple of his eye 
He thrust away ; and when he fell and cried, 
His father look'd bewilder'd 

Doctor. Yellow room ? 

Mrs. Cromwell. I '11 show you. {Exeunt. 



SCENE IV.— -4 Chomber. 

Cromwell discovered seated cmd reading. 

Cromwell. Assurance of the faith 1 — I have not that. 
The Elect 1 — am I of his chosen jewels 1 
Who is 't stares at me so ? Beckon'd to Tophet ! 
The number of the saved eternal fix*d— 
Are not my sins as scarlet % Who 's on the steeple ? 
What 1 dost sign to me 1 Prince o* the pow'r o' the air ! 
Get thee behind me, Satan ! Am I not 
Predestined unto life's effectual call 
By the eternal counsels of His Will 1 
Thou grinning Belial that doth gird at me, 
Shall that not be which He hath fore-ordain'd 1 

Miter the Doctor and Mrs. Cromwell. 

Doctor. Qood morrow, friend. What, thine old enemy ? 
Bad sleep and troubled dreams 1 

Cromwell. In the night watches 

Visions as those of Patmos : Death, the Pale Horse — 
A skeleton on a crocodile's anatomy ! 
Who will deliver me 1 

Mrs. Cromwell. Oh ! Husband 1 Oliver ! 
Our boys and girls, the wife that dearly loves you ! 
Thou hast their bread to earn — awake 1 

Cromwell. No more. 

The world is closing round me ; fleshless fingers 
That palsy all they touch have clutch'd my shoulder. 
He HhAivnU come to all^ hath come to me. 



ii FALKLAND. [Act U* 

DocTOB. Aye, aye, but not just yet : thy pulse keeps time ' 
Thy tongue clean as a heifer's. Come, come, neighbour, 
The devil, the world, the flesh — ^they must be conquered — 
Not conquer tJiee, Well, and hast thou not heard 
The news in ev'ry mouth ? Tonnage and poundage 
Follow on ship-money. Commission of array 
Levies an army. 

Cromwell. What ! without Parliament 1 

But no ; my day is done. Yet where 's the Bill 
Of Rights, if this can be 1 

Doctor. The rumour 's rife 

That Scotland 's up, and Strafford 's gone to Ireland. 

Cromwell. He fills but up the measure of his wrath. 
My thread of life — is this a call — ^what saidst thou 1 
Laud and his mummeries — malignauts reigning 
In Gospel lands 1 

^rUer Uule Oliver. 

Boy. Papa ! 

Cromwell. What, Noll ! A truant ? 

Get thee to school ; thou shalt not wheedle me 
To beg another holiday. Hast had 
Thy breakfast, mannikin 1 Well, well ; for once 
I '11 humour thee. A toward scholar, doctor. 
All work, no play — ^thou know*st the proverb doubtless. 

Doctor. I 've truants of mine own — older and froward. 
Tour troubles are to come. 

Cromwell. Alas ! they 're here. 

The body of this death ! A sinful world 
Lying in wickedness. Yet chosen vessels — 
Moses and Joshua — Saul and the shepherd youth 
That with a pebble slew the burly giant — 
The instrument how frail ! the end how great ! 

Doctor. I see thou 'rt better. Come — a letter for thee. 

Cromwell. Hath the cloud pass'd that I may see the sun, 
And leave the mist behind me 1 Ha I three days 
It here hath lain, and begg'd me for an answer. 
My cousin Hampden ? What then ! Law hath cast h\m 1 
He would leave England — asks if I will follow — 
Writes that a Parliament is call'd^-elects 
To sit for Bucks — names me for Huntingdon. 
Would they would leave me to my beeves and sheep I 
The wicked — will they never cease from troubling 1 
Go — ^get thee to thy pony, Oliver. (Eodt Oliver. 

See what 's for breakfast, Bess. The morning 's cold — 
The doctor hungry. I must e*en to horse. 
" Cease ye from man, whose breath is in his nostrils ! " 
Tell Dick to saddle Blaze. Go down ; 1 11 follow. 

{Scene drops. 
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SCENE V. — Whitehall Palace, Outer Hall of Audience. 
Courtiers, suitors^ yeomen of the guards grooms of the 
chaanher. 

First Suitor. A weary day. My third — and not heard yet. 

Second Suitor. Three days 1 A month — a year. Why 
here have I 
Knocked at the door of Justice till my hair 
Hath bleach'd from black to grey. In Bacon's time 
My suit began — that 's he was Chancellor 

Third Suitor. Hast thou kick'd heels so long at Whitehall 
here 
And know'st not who is master % Set thy wife, 
If she be fair, to ask for Buckingham. 

Fourth Suitor. Or spy an Anabaptist out for Laud 

Enter Sir Andrew Macnab, Mr. Storie, Alderbian Fowkb. 

Sir Andrew {to groom). Good morrow, Francis ! Hath the 

* King arrived % 

Groom. Aye, sir, but not the Duke. Th' archbishop, he. 
And Mr. Attorney, have not yet returned 
From the Star Chamber. 

Sir Andrew {to Storie and Fowke). Quite an M Dorado 
For fines, escheats, and confiscate estates. 
The very name a soul-quake. He that enters 
Hath but His Grace between the Tower and him. 
He ! he ! To see their faces as they enter — 
Still better, as they leave 's as good 's a play. 

Storie. Does treason need a curb so strong ? 

Sir Andrew. Why, plots 

Eun 1 the family. The sixth Solomon 
Could mnell a witch. Who else but he 
Could find out Gowrie, Baleigh, Somerset, 
Guy Faux, his train and lantern. And to think 
So great a wit be call'd the Wisest Fool 
In Europe ! He was not the Wisest Fool. 

Bailie. They say the Queen and h o 

Sir Andrew. Nay, I protest ! 

Suetonius libell'd Csesar. Folks will talk 

Baiue. Who 's that ? (Buckingham goes in, 

Storie. And that 1 (Laud goes in, 

. Sir Andrew The royal aUer ego 

And eke our English Pope — save his three hats. 

JEhiiter Trench. 

Trench. Hah, Andrew 1 Who 's your friend 1 Didst see 
His Grace 1 



26 FALKLAim. [Act XL 

Enter Nash. 

Nash. The matutinal summit to you, sirs. 

Sib Andrew. The what % 

Trench. Tut I Top o* the morning, don't you see. 

But thou look'st pale. Three grains of calunmy 
Will cure the assiduity o' the stomach. 

Nash. Berefb of aural iiinge, the Puritans 
Are diligent as sable majesty 
In Oriental gale. 

Sir Andrew {to TrencJC). Interpret, prithee, I Ve forgot 
mj Greek. 

Trench. Does he mean that the cui-s who lost their ears, 
Are busy as the devil in east wind ? 
Where gott'st thy cane 1 On my voracity, 
A perfect Jxmgie 1 

Sir Andrew. We say verdcUy ; 
The French, hijou : but thou both languages 
Know'st better than the natives. 

Trench. The entomology 

Of words was quite a hobby I 'd at college. 

Nash. Who 's that of such laconic longitude 
And latitude so liberal % 

Sir Andrew. In English, 

Does that mean broader than he 's high % 

Trench. His talk 's 

As learned as a doctor of infinity. 

Sir Andrew. Let 's hope it won't be quite so long. But 
hark ! 
I hear the usher. 

Enter the vsher. 

Usher. Gentlemen, the Council 

Has urgent business ; so no audience can 
Be given to-day. The chamber must be clear'd. 

First Suitor. To be fobb'd off in this way 1 (Exit, 

Second Suitor. Ill e'en home 

To my old wife, and gulp the wrong I can't 
Get righted. {Exit. 

Third Suitor. Plague on Courts ! A bag o' wind ! 
What will my neighbours say % {Goes out. 

Fourth Suitor. My money gone. 

And nothing for 't ! Why, I '11 turn Puritan 1 {Goes out. 

Trench. I would as lief rule the Specific Ocean as control 
Such disinfected demigods ! {Exeunt Trench and Nash. 

Sir Andrew. That 's Dutch 

For disaffected demagogues. His neighbour 
Comes fresh from Babel, when the Tow'r was stopp'd 
'A-building, by confusion of the tongues. {ExeurU* 
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SCENE Yl.—Ths Presence Chamber. The King covered. 

Buckingham, Laud, Wentworth, May, and Noy. 

King. They must be seen in private — c^ution'd — ^threaten'd. 
Laud. They must be seen in the Star Chamber, sir. 
I have had warnings of a storm that 's brewing 
My picture hath fallen down. I saw King James 
Walk past me. In a vision, Flaxney in green, 
"Worcester in white, appear*d ; while Lincoln jump'd 
On horseback and away. But most portentous, 
I dream'd I had the scurvy, and my teeth 
Fell out. That means the Keformation, 
That robb'd the Church, made rich the common herd 
With its broad lands ; and waxing fat they kick. 
Wentworth. Would you, then, take them back ? Who 
can, may try — 
But not by dreaming dreams. By lawful pow'r 
The few may rule the many. Sentiment, 
Fear, habit, makes men loyal or submissive ; 
But when their stronger passions swallow up 
The instinct of obedience, rulers sink 
To units. Whom the civil pow'r o'erawes, 
Starts up a martyr when religion turns 
The coward into the fanatic. His hate 
Of Pope or priestcraft overmasters dread 
Of majesty. The thrall — the chattel — ^that 
Snored life away betwixt his monk and master — 
£jiox, by his " higher law," hath made a man — 
A law unto himself — that values life 
Xiess than he does his soul. 

King, A fever fit 

In time will have its ague. 

Buckingham. Mother Church 

"Was mistress of men's motives — scared their hearts 
Snto the common fold of law and order, 
iGre men took to protesting. But, your grace, 
TThat royal go-cart 's gone, and we must look 
IFor other cratches. 

King. I 'm not Job, nor you, 

U trust, his comforters. 

May. I come, your grace, 

IHot from the house, whence I have stolen here 
From your most trusted friends. The gathering storms, 
--That make the air all murky, quake and mutter. 

NoY. I Ve heard, and others listen, I Ve set on 
To watch, and note — their words are taken down — 
Of those are disaffected. The slow crawl 
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Of crippled law — jndges wbo cant about 
Their office and their oaths, bnt palliate. 
And yield no core. 

Laud. Then wherefore are they call'd 

The Sovereign's justices — their court designate 
The £mg^8 Bench 1 

King. Tib by me, alone they judge. 

Wentwobth. Either subj^ or yield — there 's no third way. 
Govern by Parliament or without it — which I 
Bt/ Parliament, means it shaU govern you. 
I 'm Thorough. Shall I, shall I, suits not me. 
I tell you all, the Commons will not yield. 
The peers are nincompoops. There 's but one way. 
The back of treason must be broke. The army 
Must make the King suprema You must divide 
To govern. Here a place — a peerage thera 
To some, escheated lands ; to others, honours. 
I could find dogs would eat the dirty pudding 
Of a plain bribe, but that your grace's purse. 
As their's, is empty. 

Kino. And to fill 't again 's 

The reason why I call the rogues together. 

May. I must haste back, though I was bid begone 
When I came here. {Exit May. 

^ter the Speaker. 

Speaker. May 't please your majesty. 

The servant of your grace, and yet the mouth 

O' the Commons, I nor know to speak nor listen. 

They charge your Ministers with malversation. 

Keligion is discouraged, and they say 

The surplice masks the mass. 

Laxjd. What ! Do they dare 1 

King. Good Master Speaker, we will think on this. 

Itetum, and with you take these gentlemen. 

Tour Members. When the House is up, let each 

Come severally to Saint James's : this 

Craves all our thoughts. 

{Bxev/nt Wentworth, May, Noy, and Speaker. 

Laud. Your grace, you must dissolve. 

Traitors dispersed 

Buckingham. Aye, but we want supplies. 
Let 's chew the cud upon 't ; and that we may 
Have somewhat to digest, let 's in to dinner. 

King. Were beef as tough as politics, I reckon 
Thou wouldst not be so hungry. But have with you. {Exeunt, 



^ne YII.] FALKLAVD. 29 



SCENE VII. — Westminster ffalL Lobby, House of Com/mons, 
A number of persons discovered — ranged on either side. 
Door to the House cU the end. Doorkeepers, constables, dec, 

FiBST Person. That 'b he. 

Secoih) Person. What ! with the batter'd beaver 1 

First Person. No. 

John Hampden is a county gentleman — 
A knight o' the shire. He with the spatter'd cloak, 
No hat band — on his collar spots of blood — 
Is burgess for Huntingdon — a grazier. 

An Attorney. I Ve a petition here. Hath old Ned Coke 
Pass'd iD % He looks a writ ; his face a skin 
Of faded covenants tied up with whipcord. {Members pass in. 
There 's Noy — that other *s St. John. Many a brief 
I 've given both. 

First Citizen. You clear the lane. Make way. 
Where be the Serjeant or the Doorkepers ? 
The Sheriffs, the Lord Mayor, in their coaches 
Are on the way ; and they have right of audience. 

Second Citizen. At Common Hall, our Alderman o' the 
Ward, 

Did move the Court — somewhat about, as 'twere 

But they '11 be here anon. At Temple Bar 
I pass'd the coach o' the Becorder. 

Countryman. We be here 

To see our Member. Tonnage and ship-money ; 
The Pope ; a bill of rights ; — ^you '11 hear, I '11 warrant me. 

Enter from the House Member for London. 

Member {to Citizen), Let the train-bands be ready. 
Warn the Livery 
To muster at Guildhall, and pass the word 
To ev'ry Ward. Can the apprentices 
Be trusted % 

Enter Mr. Hampden. 

Hampden. Who is here from Aylesbury % 

{Elector comes forward. 

Elector. I am a freeholder of Buckingham. 
You 've had my vote, sir, for three Parliaments. 

Hampden. I know thee, Bacon. Stay thou here, and watch. 
If I do give the signal, get thee home. 
Thou kliowest what to do, 

Er^erfrom the House Sir E. Coke. 

Coke. The lobby must 

Be clear'd. What ! Serjeant ! Doorkeepers I Look to 't. 
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Enter from the House Eliot and Pym. 

DooBKEEPEBS. Strangers withdraw. You^ constables, be 
quick ! 

Constable. By your leave^ gentlemen ; don't loiter there. 

^JSxetmt aJU except Members, 

Pyh. See that the doors are giuurded ; let none enter. 

{Members grovjp together, 
Tis now or never. I have sounded them ; 
I never knew the House so resolute. 

Eliot. My drum is braced to beat the roll-call — Coke ! 

Coke. I see no way but that. Yet count the cost. 

Hampden. I have. I'm here to pay it. Where is 
Cromwell 1 

Fth. Within — and moving round among the Members. 
You, Eliot will open out the matter. 

Coke. That young man Wentworth hath an eye and tongue 
That 

Pym. Sold to the Court I Ve track'd him to Whitehall : 
But we must in. 

Hampden. Aye. One by one. This day 
England is lost or won to liberty. (JSxetmt into the Rouse. 



SCENE Vni. — Interior of the House of Commons, Speakeb 
in the chair. Members on either side. 

Philips. The clerk hath read what yestei*day we purposed. 
Are our resolves in water to be writ 1 (Hear, hear.) 
For what are we sent here, but as an inquest 
Upon the common weal 1 Why asks the Crown 
For our advice, if we *re not free to give it 1 
Shall dogs be dumb when burglars break the House ? 
Religion in decay — ^the " evil tolls " 
Condemned by Magna Charta, now revived 
Without consent of Parliament ; the taxes 
Farm'd to the Court, while the Exchequer 's empty : 
The seat of justice 

Speakeb. Order ! I am charged 

With his Most Gracious Majesty's command. 
That, as the session rises in a week, 
'Twere meet the Commons husband time to end 
What is begun, not enter upon new. 

Eliot. This is our House. 'Tis ours to judge the order 
Of public business 

May. This is strange language, sir ! 

Several Voices. Order ! 

St. John. A grievance hath precedence of supply. 

Several Voices, Agreed 1 Qo on ) 
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Mat. Sir, if he goeth od, 

/ must go oat. 

Several Voices, Begone ! We would to business. {EocU May, 

Eliot. We are, as Tacitus did write of Home, 
In such an evil case, we neither can 
Be as we are, nor bear the throes of change. 
How oft this goodly realm hath been the sport 
Of worthless favourites {Hecvr, hea/r) we all do know. 
A Gkiveston, a 

Speaker. May it please the House — 

A second message I have in command. 
No minister of State must be aspersed. 
As touching on the King's prerogative. 

GoKE. That is not law. Was not ev'n John of Gaunt 
Sent to the Tower. In the last reign, no further, 
Did we not strip the Chancellor of all 
His offices and honours 1 But I can 
!No more 1 My speech doth fail me in my tears ! 

Pym. Alas ! for this lost kingdom ! Woe is me ! 
That this so fiery trial should be laid 
On our poor souls ! 

Cromwell. IThe burden must be borne 

On whom the lot is cast. 

Wbntworth. Twere surely meet 

That in this temper we did now adjourn. 
Prerogative with Privilege — this realm 
Against the world ! At issue — who can tell 
The end? 

Selden. a message from the Crown just warns us 
Of speedy prorogation. Now or never 
This House must be resolved. 

Speaker. By your permission — 

I humbly crave that I may now retire 
For half an hour. 

Several Voices, Agreed! 

Coke. Then I do move 

The House is in Committee. Mr. Whitby 
Will take the chair (Exit Speaker, 

(Whitby takes Chair. 

Cromwell. Sergeant-at- Arms, take order ; 
The doors are lock'd. 

Eliot. No Member quits this place, 

Save to the Tower. 

Coke. Sithence the lot hath fall'n 

On my frail shoulders, and our time admits not 
Kespect for forms : without circumlocution 
I do address myself imto the root 
Of this grave matter. He alone doth know, 
Whose hand contains the hearts of princes, whether 
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For me, herein, this day may be the last. 
But if it be, more pressing is the need 
To deal sincerely with our King and country. 
This Declaration doth set forth our miseries, 
And what remains is but to name the cause. 
How say you 1 — shall 1 1 

Voices. Yea— well moved ! well spoken » 

Coke. Well, then, I charge the evils of this land 
Upon thd Duke of Buckingham ! 

Eliot. And I 

Do move that be named in our Bemonstrance ! 

Pym. I second 

Mnter Speaker, who takes the chair. The mace placed on table. 

Speaker. Gentlemen, a message from the Kinff 

That this House stands prorogued until to-morrow. 

{Members crowd together, gestictdate, and 
talk eocdtedly. Scene closes. 

SCENE lX.—Burford Hmse. The ga/rden. 
Lord and Lady Falkland. 

Falkland. To part in anger and to meet no more 1 
If I could have been here to close his eyes — 
Perhaps with his last breath to catch his blessing 1 
I went into the hall. There hung his beaver 
And walking-staff, that when a child I rode 
A cock-horse, as the tears ran down his cheeks 
In love and laughter. And my pony, too, 
Grey and blear-eyed with age, he could not kill, 
For it was mine, although he banish'd me. 
Here, in this pond, the carp came to my call. 
When I was small as they, but now overgrown 
As grunting alderman. It seems as yesterday 
He brought the grey colt home, that I might ride 
To cover with him. Many a burst we had 
O'er hill and dale. I stray'd into the stable — 
The mare she whinny'd to me, and the groom 
Vow'd she had ne*er been rid by mortal man 
Since I bestrode her. 

Lady Falkland. Your dear mothers's grief 
It so beguiles to have the children with her ; 
T Ve sent them over. The old steward here 
Brings me strange tidings. 

Enter Bruce. 

Falkland. What ! So soon returned 1 

Bruce. I 've that to tell will answer for my speed — 
It met me on the road. The fayourite. 
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The Ego of Rex meus, Backingham, 
Hath gone to his account ! — assassinated ! 

Falkland. A carrion that hath 'scaped the headsman ! — 
well 1 

Bruce. I Ve told thee first that which fell out the last : — 
The Commons bay'd like bloodhouDds on the slot, 
And would not leave the scent. The Bill of Eights 
Renew'd — they served the King with a Remonstrance. 
What more they would, imperious majesty 
Stopp'd not to hear. AH London was ablaze 
With bonfires. Palace Yard with heaving crowds, 
Whose fearful ground-tone made the statesman grave, 
Hooted the Court, and cheered the " Patriots." 
One who was there told me. He saw the King : 
The blood had fied his face, and left it swart ; 
Angry he looked, but anger without strength ; 
In the state coach — ^his guards before, behind — 
He dash'd up to the Hall, and ere you 'd say 
He *d time lo reach the throne, was back again. 
The prompter had rung down the drop-scene, and 
The playera, trooping, lustled off the stage. 

Falkland. To gather from their boroughs strength, to try 
Another fall with half-blown monarchy. 

Ladt Falkland. Vex not our tranquil days with their 
loud stiife. 
Shiit out the world's wild roar. We 've been adrift 
On life's perturbed sea sure long enough — 
The fretful waters of the troubled State 
Wreck all who tempt its surge. 

Falkland. That highland Sybil ! 

Her eldritch lau;^h, that had no laughter in 't ! 
Why am I still hag-ridden 1 This heart-sinking 
So inarticulate, and yet ? o hard of grip. 
Scares while it beckons whither I would not go. 
And yet is 't fit an Englishman should £ikulk. 
Leaning his shoulder 'gainst his barn-door-posts, 
While for the Commonweal more worthy men 
Venture their all for law and liberty ] 
Grim kings, stem barons, sturdy commoners. 
Who fought at Agincourt, and met at Runnyincde, 
And sign'd the Magna Charta ! What ! — shall we. 
To whom they handed down their awful trusts. 
Prove recreant to our land and heritage? 
Oh, wife ! could I unworthy be of these. 
And be of thee still worthy ? 

Lady Falkland. Lucius, 

Our daughters — thy young son — so all too fond 
Already to rack out his little legs 
Astraddle on thy charger 

D 
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Falkland. Well remembered. 

Shall we pass on life's warfare to our heirs, 
Nor take our share of peril 1 

Bruce. Count the cost. 

The soul serene that with still Nature dwells, 
Thrust in a crowd of angry apes, that turn 
Each heart to gall, in hatred of its fellows — 
Can it touch faction's pitch, yet undeliled 
By party-spirit and the Idola Tril/us ? 

Falkland. Who made ev'n wrath to praise him, gradual built 
The noble fabric of our Saxon spirit. 
Through Time's slow growth, up to the fulness of 
Our Three Estates, in strife, wise council, martyrdom. 
Self-sacrifice heroic. And shall we 
For our fat ease cry peace where there is none 1 
The King prevail, where are our liberties ? 
The Commons, where the checks whose equipoise 
Kebuke encroachment, and excise excess ! 
A Commonwealth extempore 1 Impossible ! 
Our hydra-headed factions to atone. 
Our three discordant kingdoms, and their creeds — 
Pope, Presbyter, and Bishop — where 's the virtue. 
And wisdom, that will bind such sticks together ? 
The patriot like the Boman sister mourns. 
Or broken loyalty, or forfeit freedom. 
Each might be governed from the common centre 
Of one imperial crown ; but where 's the wit 
Such discords coxdd restore to harmony 
At the same council-table ? 

Bruce. That cloud of dust — see ! — ^in the avenue 
A horseman spurs as if or life or death 
Followed behind. 

Falkland. 'Tis Evelyn's livery. 

Enter attendcmt. 

Attendant. My Lord — from London — letters, 

Falkland {reads). See the messenger 

Bestowed. {Exit attendant,) 'Tis ev'n so. I must to town. 

My early friend at college, that was fond 

With me to con our classics, and to talk 

Far into night of republics — of Athens, 

Rome, Tarquin, Brutus, and his hate of kings, 

'Til Juvenal's majestic lines did swell 

Our hearts to Cato's pride — rank democrats — 

Be summons me to council. 

Lady Falkland. Meddle not 

With those are giv'n to change. Since thou mvst go, 

Oh ! hie thee back — how soon I And think, my lord^ 
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Thou hast a wife and children, and thy mother 
Claims in her weeds the comfort of her son. 

Falkland. In commonwealths each citizen derives 
His rights from the community. In England 
The State is but the sum of each man's rights. 
His roof-tree *s the foundation of society ; 
All else but guards to make his fireside safer. 
Come — and as, on the way, I call to saddle, 
I '11 tell what I 'd have done while I 'm away. {Exeunt. 



ACT III. 

SCENE l.St, James's Park 

Sir Andrew Macnab, Storie, Fowke, Bailie. 

Sir Andrew. Who 's that — my eyes arc old —went up the 
walk 
With steps so fitful ? 

Storie. You may swear 'twas Laud. 

Sir Andrew. That other with a foot so firm and free, — 
A head so set — it scarce could deign to nod, 
And too resolved to shake 

Bailie. Why, can it be 

Weutworth come back from Ireland 1 

Storie. What 's afoot ? 

See ! — they have met, and go by Whitehall postern. 

Sir Andrew. He! he! Since Ganymede hath gone to 
Saturn, 
Jove needs a new cup-bearer. Buckingham 
Fills nectar for great James — let 's hope not muU'd 
r the fire unquenchable ! He ! he ! Hah ! 

Fowke. 'Tis time Olympus smoked, for earth doth quake. 
There 's Prynne can hear, although his ears are off; 
And Coke, Pym, Hampden, Hollis, and the rest — 
This by the water, t' other by Temple Bar, 
Glide one by one to the city. 

Sib Andrew. Pull devil, pull 

The baker — toughest hide will hold the longest out. 
But shut mouths catch no files. Here marches one — 
Quite a procession in himself. But whether 
The King's fool or his spy 

Enter Nash and Trench. 

Kash. By undulations 

Manual and capital 
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Tbench. You waved 

Your hand and shook youf head. — Sir Andrew ! Storie 1 

Sir Andrew. What, lame 1 

Nash. A sprain I caught on Holborn Stile. 

Sir Andrew. Over your own style you *d have broke your 
neck ! 

Nash. I do confess a lofty rhetoric. 
In my transition from the Occident 
Unto the orient 

Sir Andrew. What 's that, Sir Euphues ? 

Trench. Pooh ! West End to the City, to be sure I 

Nash. The urban million laid my supine form 
Parallel to the plane of the horizon. 

Trench. The town mob knocked him down, in short "Well 
— on. 

Nash. A i*apid resurrection soon restored 
My perpendicular, and, with a look that wither'd, 
I perorated thus; "Ye base plebeians, 
" Hence I or by the summits of my digits 
** 1 '11 scatter you in space so infinite, 
" Omniscience, puzzled, will scarce find ye out ; — 
** 'Twill tax omnipotence your scattered fragments 
" Again to put together.*' 

Sir Andrew. Gifts of speech 

So wholly out o' the common, at this time, 
The country needs ; but most of all, the King. 
Your place is Parliament. Burgess or Knight 
O' the Shire 's the post for you. 

Nash. Would you believ't 1 — 

I *m not appreciated 1 

Sir Andrew. What wouldst have 1 

The sovereign people never knock'd me down ; 
They prostrate but the great. Hah, Fowke ! — who 's that 1 

Fowke. That 's Finch, the Speaker — Montague and Neile — 
Aye — ^the backway — all trooping to the King. 
And Mr. Cromwell, Denzil HoUis, Selden — 
What can that mean ] To Palace Yard ! Warm work ! 

First Gentleman* I 'm charged with a petition. 

Second Gentleman. I to see 

Our Member, and enjoin him to stand firm. 

Third Gentleman. No more petitions we. Upon our 
rights 
We are resolved to stand. 

Fourth Gentleman. I am sent up 
From Lancaster : the mass is said — the host 
Under our very nose is elevated. {They pass on. 

Sir Andrew. Patiiots these % H — m, saviours of their 
country ] 

Storih Let 's toward. 
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FowKE. Half the city 's at the door 

Of Parliament. I '11 to my Ward. 

Sir Andrew. And I 

To see the farce play'd out. 

Bailie. May it not end 

In tragedy ? I hear the hoarse, growling mob 
Ev'n here. 

AU, To Palace Yard ! Exmnt, 



SCENE ll.—WhiteJKdl 
The King, Laud, Strappord, Finch, Neile, Montague. 

Charles. These City bands — what are the Aldeimen, 
"We should be mobb'd with their loud stench i' the Palace ? 

Laud. Their charters should be threatened, and the Livery 
Served with a bill of discovery. 

Strafford. Good, my lord. 

There 's but one way — ^your guards and gunpowder. 
Treason is everywhere — ^the City 's full. 
Upheaving with rebellion. Ev*ry borough. 
Each county hath its delegates to watch 
Their Members. All too long you have delayed 
To try conclusions with democracy. 

Charles. Till we can get the Irish troops across, 
"We e'en must hold the candle to the devil. 
The virgin Queen 

Montague. Ha ! ha ! 

Charles. Well, then, thou ribald — 

Elizabeth the spinster — ^tuned her pulpits — 
So must I. And each of you, and all true friends 
Must work upon the Members ; ev'ry town 
Or has, or wants, a charter. Noy must call 
The mayors up to menace or bring over. 

Enter messenger. 

Messenger. My Lord of Falkland, please your majesty, 
Au audience craves, by privilege of peerage. 

Charles. Son of our Irish Viceroy, in the nick 
Of time he comes to help us. Send him up. (Exit messenger. 

Laud. A sentimental prig — 

Finch. And troublesome, 

forsooth must keep a conscience. 

Enter Falkland. 

Charles. Welcome, my lord. 

Fikoh. His lordship luith been sworn 

0' the Privy Council. 

Falkland. May it please your grace^ 

Tig as a Ooancillor that I am here — 
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Not to speak peace, when I do fear there *s none ; 

But in a great extremity, to tell 

The truth that others hide. The vast domains 

Confiscate of the Church have made the Commons 

Powerful and proud — the Reformation set 

Their minds and souls at liberty. Their charter, 

Seal'd with their blood — securely in their hands — 

Who shall take from them ? What wise minister 

Who could, would seek to wrest it 1 The king's strength 

Is in his people's, H you would have pow'r, 

You must give them pow'r. Where 's the sovereign 

Was ever great ruling o'er abject subjects ] 

The Commons' Privilege is the strict measure 

Of the Prerogative. 

Charles. What ! — is not this 

My realm ] that my people 1 Am not 1 
The Lord's anointed 1 Yeoman, earl, churl — 
Crown vassals— hold of me all their broad acres. 

Falkland. Hold for their life, and living — not for thine. 
The queen is but a common bee at first 
Pamper'd to greatness, that her rule may hold 
The commou wealth together. If heav'n's vicegerent, 
How solemn is thy trust — ^how strict the reckoning ! 
If without thee the nation were distraught. 
On thee the awful burden heavier rests 
To rule in God's fear, not in thy self-will. 
And make thy power but measure of thy duties, 

Strafford. This devout homily, my reverend lord, 
Is pomewhat prolix for this pressing time. 
To boiTow from conventiclers a phrase, 
I \\ have th' improvement of the subject, sir. 

Falkland. 'Tis this. The greatest enemy of kings 
Is he would trample on their subjects' rights. 
Not choice, but an o'crmastering necessity 
lias dragged me here. I have no mind to change 
The wholesome breath of Nature, and her silencf, 
For the mad roar of this distracted Babel. 
I ye irn for homo. My farm, my tenantry 
I fain would live and die with. That 's the wherefore 
I 'd warn you now. Democracy is fierce — 
Stout-h( arted burgesses, and knights, have pulses 
Both loud and strong. I 've mingled with my peers — 
Been jostled in the crowd, to sound its temper — 
They 're rocks you must steer round, else you will founder. 

Laud. The Lord's anointed parley with sedition 1 

Strafford. Too long the Crown has temporised with treason. 

NoY. Ere this the leaders of this mob had been 
Safe i* the Tower — ^indicted on ten counts 
For treason-felony, had I my way. 
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Finch. That I hear daily in tiie House, I dare 
Scarce in this presence name. 

Charles. My lord, I Ve lent 

My thoughts as well as ears to your grave counsel. 
Your father was my father's faithful servant — 
So may his son be mine. Go bear your wisdom 
To subject as to sovereign. What hath pass'd, 
Your oath must seal from other ears than mine. 

Falkland. To serve my king, to represent his people, and 
to save 
My country, I came here. To guard their lights 
I go. 

Charles. May He by whom I reign go with thee ! 

Falkland. Amen ! {Exit, 

Charles. His father was a fool, and he 

Bids fair to be a fanatic. 

Strafford. A dreamer — 

That qualifies the caudle for his wife 
By Galen and by Celsus ; thumbs his Cato 
De rustica to know how he should plough ; 
And feeds his ox by Virgil. 

AIL Ha ! ha ! ha ! 

Charles. Look to him, Finch ! Pretentious wiseacre ! 
What 's candour but a finer name for rudeness 1 

Strafford. At least, your grace, it tells us to be prompt 
And doing. Gentlemen, we must away. 
The quarters of the Life Guards I will see to. 
And after join you in the House. 

Charles. The Speaker 

I charge to put no motion that may trench 
On the Prerogative. The Council 's up. {Exeunt. 



SCENE IIL — House of Commons in Session. 

Not. The message from the Crown requires the House- 
To th' end the public service may not suffer — 
To vote much lack'd supplies. I move the Speaker 
Do leave the chair. 

Montague. His gracious Majesty 

Doth in his faithful Commons look to see 
A mirror of the nation. For his Crown 
And dignity, what 's fitting he doth leave, 
Not doubting, in your hands. I second, sir. 
This motion. 

Speaker. Is 't the pleasure of this House, 
That I do leave the chair ? 

Pym. Sir, ^tis not mine. 
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A giievance ever goes before supply — 
What if there be a thousand ? 

Strafford. Is it fit 

We tear the plasters from our running sores — 
Take up the quarrel that last session ended 1 

Whitby. Throw oil on flames, will not put out the fire. 
I move 

Pym. And so do T. Who throws the oil ? {Hear, hea/r.) 
What need we vote supplies ? The Crown doth take them 
Without our leave. -Our Bill of Rights — ^what 's safe — 
Was alter'd in the printing. 

Lord Mayor. Our chief merchants — 

I here have the petitions they present — 
Are sent to prison for that they are tax'd 
Without consent of Parliament. 

Cromwell. Eeligion ! 

Where is it ? I have here a declaration 
That at Paul's Cross flat popery is preachM 
By Doctor Alablaster ; and his bishop 
Encourages the mass ; that Main waring, 
This House rebuked for popish mummery. 
Gets to a richer living for his pains. 
Supplies ! We get, not give, them — plentiful 
Supplies of grievance. 

Eliot. Sir, the grand Remonstrance 

That ended our last session hath been mock'd : 
The interval was spent in breach of rights 
Unchallenged since the Charter. We are here 
Not to keep whole our skins, but by the people, 
To do their work. I move for a committee 
{Since our protest was over-mild for use) 
To draw another, that our minds be known 
Where they will find a hearing. 

Strode. The plain men 

Who sent me to this inquest, gave me charge 
I quit r.ot this, till I had brought them back 
Their broken rights. I'm here on no fool's errand. 
Just to return as empty as I came. 

Selden. What says our writ ? The King doth call us here 
To give advice, and to consult with him. 
Sic volo et siojubeo is not 
For a free Parliament. I came not here 
To register decrees, but to consider them. 

Coke. How ruus the statute De Talla^io ? 
Are Englishmen les-s free than in the time 
Of the Third Edward ? Sine assensu communium 
Nullum tallagium levetur. Is that true ? 
Or like poor thralls shall freemen quit the grip 
Our fathers gave us of their rights and ours ? 
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Drnztl Holus. Without more sj^ecch I move we do 
KemoDStrate. {Hear, hear,) 
^iidy that nor pope nor devil hold again 
His state iu England, let his imps be named. (Hear, hear,) 
Lord Treasurer Weston is the chief offender. 
There 's Neile, Mainwariug, Laud, in their lace tippets. 
Their Hallowtide shirts. Last session we named one 
Has had a reckoning. What saith Euripides ? — 
**' This is true liberty when £nee-bom men, 
'' HaviDg to advise the public, may speak free ; 
*' Which he who can and will deserves high praise ; 
" Who neither can nor will may hold his peace." (Hear, hear.) 

Eliot. T second that. 

Voices, Vote ! vote ! Agreed 1 agreed ! 

Eliot. Sir, do you put the question ] 

Finch. I have orders 

I may not challenge that inhibit me. 

Peteb Hatman. Oh, kinsman ! I'ecreant to thy class and 
country, 
Thou 'rt a foul blot upon a noble stock 1 

Valentine. Serjeant-at-Arms ! See that the doors are 
lock'd. 

CuRRiTON. Let no man leave or enter. 

Selden. Put the question 1 

Finch. Nay, gentlemen, on your allegiance hear me. 

{Bises to leave. They seize and hold 
him in tlie chair. 

Voices. Order ! Chair I Let liim go ! 

Strode. Here he shall stay ! Tt is the Speaker's place ; 
Nay, struggle not ! I am too many for thee. 
The House in session ! Speaker in the chair I 

HoLUS. 'Ods Ouns ! He shall not stir until it please 
The House to rise. You read the resolutions. 

Cromwell. This against papistry you all do know, 

Strode. This but repeats the statute de taUagio. 

Selden. And this protests against Arminians. 

Doorkeeper. The Royal UsLer knocks. Shall he come 
in? 

Whitby. The soldiers, gentlemen, are at the door. 

HoLLis. All who are for the motion will say Aye. 

All, All say Aye, 

Pym. On the contrary opinion say No I The Ayes then 
have it. 

(27*6 Members crowd togetlierj and exeunt 
tumulliwusly. 
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ACT IV. 

SCENE 1,—Bw/ord House. The gardm. 

Falkland. The children love him, and there 's no love lost. 
The Master 's apt, and Bruce hath had the skill 
Not merely to acquire, but to impart — 
Beguiles them into knowledge ; and his learning, 
Not a bare storehouse of the memoiy, 
Beflects the culture of philosophy. 

Lady Falkland. Aye, Lucius, he and wo have shai'ed 
together 
A speckled fortune. How a common fate 
Doth make a common heart ! The high and low — 
The widest strangers rudely cast together 
By the fortuity of mutual peril — 
Yearn intimate in fellowship for life. 

Falkland. The world's fantastic lendings, how they vanish 
At stem adversity's imperious frown ! 
The clamorous surge, between whoso roar and us 
Are but some creaking boards — that herds us all 
Together on the raft, to share the rain-drops ; 
Or, in the long-boat, on the shoreless sea, 
To lot the fragments of the remainder biscuit, 
As ev*ry eye strains for the horizon sail ; — 
Can they, whose hopes, fears, perils, needs, and fate 
Have so intrinsic been, forget them all — 
Pull on their masques again — be strange once more ! 

Lady Falkland. So shall not we. The servant who hath 
shared 
The dangeiTS of our exile, now shall be 
Our valued friend. {Enter Bruce.) Still after thy old craft ! 

Falkland. Nay, 'tis because the gardener is a Scotsman. 

Lady Falkland. He brings strange news. He says the 
Solemn League 
And Covenant 's supreme — the popish mass 
Laid prostrate by a beldam's three-legg'd stool. 
And men in hodden-grey, with meal-bags slung 
Behind, and led by Leslie, cross the Tweed. 

Falkland. Hum ! Parliament or powder, which shall 't be ? 
The world 's a Bedlam — all are lunatic, 
And only differ in their forms of madness. 
Evils we cannot cure we 'd best forget. 
We '11 to old Adam's ti*ade, or tend our flocks — 
Think of oui' waving com, our herds, the bugle 
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That calls the hounds — the angler by the river. 
O fortunatos — procul discordibus armis ! 

Bruce. What saith the Roman saw ? — the further from 
Great Jove, the farther also from the thunder. 

Falkland. And that was all that Man could say for God, 
Or for his moral government of Earth. 
Primus in orbe deos fecit timor 1 
Virtue or truth ! — No, Incense — Sacrifice ! 
The savage offer'd victims. Greek and Koman, 
Appeased with gifts, nor hoped to serve by duty. 
As in the theatre Prometheus stood, 
The human pr6test of the creature 'gainst 
The <2:uilt of its Creator, Athens hush'd — 
Stirr'd by the small still voice to sympathy, 
Judged frail mortality to be more just 
Than He who made it. Ahriman and Ormuz'l, 
And Thor and Sheva, or the hideous god 
That grins malignant on the Hindoo temple — 
The serpent and the Prince o*the power o'the air — 
What must be man's outlook upon the world. 
That finds no scheme of Providence but that ? 

Bruce. Savage and Pagan ! What saith the Christian ? — 
** Man, beast, fowl, creeping thing, I will destroy, 
" For it repenteth me that I have made them." 
The record, how inscrutable ! We pity 
The heathen, with his Fates and Furies : have we none ? 
Election, Reprobation, span long infants 
Given to Moloch — old things with new names. 

Falkland. Dare we look into Nature's scheme ? What is 't 
But cii'cles of the hunter and the prey? 
The wren the insect eats, the hawk the wren ; 
Shark, vulture, tiger, rattle-snake, their quarry, 
Chasing and chased, tearing and being torn ; 
A life of rage and sore perplexity. 
Man preys upon them all — and worse than they, 
He preys upon his fellows. 

Lady Falkland. Man, that sees 

Darkly — knows but in part — presumes to speak 
As if he know the whole. Were this life all, 
Pleasure and creature comfort were his end ; 
But he 's immortal, and his work is duty. 
To scare the eoul out of its poor content, 
To beat the heart against Fate's prison bars — 
Fate we should cheerfully accept because we must — 
Is that philosophy ? 

Bruce. A\\ ! Madam, hope not 

That Truth ignored, will cease to be the Truth. 
That problem insoluble to reconcile 
Almighty love with all-pervading evil — 
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Is *t not a sphinx hath all devour'd, who yet 
Have tried to read her riddle 1 

Lady Falkland. No ill lives, 

But to kill greater evil. Lions thin 
The flocks, would else but multiply to die 
Of slow starvation. Pain or ends itself, 
Or ends the sufferer. Nay, if he list. 
He may o'erstep Time's threshold into Nothing, 
Whene'er the sum of life's a deficit. 
What 's sorrow but the scourge to whip sin back 
To virtue 1 What is pain but frail ty*s thumb-screw, 
To signal us the seat of the disease — 
Nature's unrest calling for help to cure : 
The scourge that castigates distemper'd appetites, 
Into the ways of temperance and wisdom ? 
Nature, how goodly an inheritance ! 
Man, what a spendthrifb heir ! The ephemeron 
That dances in the sunbeam, or the trout 
That leaps i' the pool ; the lark that in the sky 
Sings to his mate i' the furrow, and the lambs 
That leave their ewes to skip in play together ; 
The pleased tenderness of bird and beast. 
The fonder for their younglings* helplessness. 
That wiles the tigress with her cubs to gambol, 
And at his fledglings' scream draws from the sky 
The eagle in his flight against the sun ; 
Who that can look on these can doubt their purpose ] 
Who paints the mead, perfumes the new -mown hay ; 
Arrays the lily 1 At whose call doth spring 
Burst forth in splendour, give each bee its bud,- 
Each butterfly its blossom ? Who, with fancy 
Hath gifted us to trace Creation's glories — 
With godlike reason the design t' unveil 
Of her great Author's wisdom ? What are these 
To the unfathomable love of wife or mother ; 
The comfort unspeakable of home — the pi*attle 
Of infancy, that makes each care a blessing, 
And clothes all life with thankfulness and peace ? 
The martyr's ecstacy ; the patriot's rapture, 
As on the bloody field he renders up 
His hero soul ; the mind serene that stands 
For truth and right — whose calm and constant heart 
Nor tyrant's frown, fool's scorn, nor people's rage. 
Shakes from its centre — who that lives can doubt 
In this poor hut of earth a spirit stirs 
That in the path of duty finds a bliss 
Far beyond happiness ! 

Falkland. My priest and prophet ! — 

Would make the craven brave, the infidel 
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Devout, the leprous soul as pure as infancy — 
Be ever thus the helpmate of my spirit ! 
Thy sweet rebuke recalls me to myself 

Of thee to prove more worthy. (Enter servant with letters. 
Hah ! What's here ! {Reads. 

Hyde calls me. Hazelrigg portends a storm. 
The King will not be saved. Last Parliament 
Scarce enter'd on its work, ere he dissolved it — 
With epithets of scorn, that ev'ry shire 
And borough treasured up, to render back 
When next they have a reck'ning. As for him, — 
He 's treacherous as a quicksand, and his word 's 
Scarce worth its breath. Nor light nor hope I see not. 
The shadow darkens my foreboding spirit 
That fell, when through the mist I saw that Hecate 
A statue on the crag, and heard her scream 
Her frantic prophecy, that far outshriek'd 
The thunder of the linn. 

Lady Falkland. The Fates, dear Lord, 

Fled from the Gospel Light. Thou goest forth 
The ward of Providence. 

Falkland. And thy pure pray'r 

Shall be my panoply. To horte I Adieu ! (JSoceunt. 



SCENE 11.— Alsatia. In tlie Temple, 

Enter Captain Peppercull, Drawer. 

Captain Peppercull. Drawer ! 

Drawer. Anon, sir. 

Peppercull. Let me have a cup 

Of spiced canary. 

Drawer. Your last score is heavy. 

Peppercull. My score *8 scored out, thou mercenary drudge ! 
King Charles pays for all — ^go-ask the bar else. (Exit drawer, 

(Enter Jack Farley. 

Where 's Tom and all the Templars ? Killigrew 
And Fleming will be here, to count our noses. 
Mind you — no swashbucklers — ^none but gentlemen. 
'Tis for the King. The poor mechanic rogues 
That from the City crowd to Palace Yard 
Must be confronted. Where 's Frank Bunce, and Cleveland ? 
Farley. They 're on the Temple stairs. 

Enter Templars. 

Peppercull. Hah I Gallants, all ! 

Pray give your orders. Call for what you will 
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Enter Frank Bunce. 
Frank Bunce. {Si 

" For I 'm always drunk, and I *m seldom sober ; 
I am a rover in ev*ry degree ; 

I *m always drinking, and never thinking 
How I shall gain my true love's company ^" 

My whistle 's dry, my Bully Rook—my lane 
Is dusty, and needs watering. 

AU, A forfeit ! 

Enter Cleveland. 

Cleveland. Who talks of water? 

Bunce. ^ I, you Holborn culls— 

Of aqvKi vitce, that ne*er saw Pump Court, 
Nor smelt the Thames, my eremites. 

AIL Ha ! ha ! 

Peppercull. My cocks o' the walk, 'tis early ; I engaged 
You should be sober — all — ^'till your meridian. 
"Why, Jack, thy cloak 's as holey as the coat 
Of Treves j and Frank, if thou no shirt can show. 
E'en button up thy doublet. Cato's toes 
Grinn'd thro' his sandals. Sociates went barefoot. 
No barber trimni'd the stubble of Zeno's beaixi. 
But, mind you, we are all Cavaliers here. 
King's friends in cobbled clouts and Rag Fair suits — 
A resurrection from the oyster cellai's — 
May make the wenches laugh, and cockneys jeer. 
But scarce will clear the causeway. 

First Templar. Noble captain ! 

When you know who, shall make his friend a justice. 
You '11 see I 'Jl be as sober as a judge — 
At least in term-time. What can serge say more ? 

Second Templar. My best trunk-hose, my toasting-fork, 
and spui*s. 
At Hockley i' the Hole, await their ransom — 
A matter of five shillings to the ale-wife. 
And I 'm as gallant as a popinjay. 

Third Templar. A truer blade than mine ne'er slit a nose. 
My landlady will change it for a noble ; 
Stick it but in this belt, 'twill do such feats 
Would dim the steel of bright Excaliber. 

Enter drawer. 

Drawer. The captain *s wanted. 

Frank Bunce. Let the rogue that dares 

To flaunt his warrant here, look to his jugular ! 
What, Cull ! hast let a soul out i' the precinct. 
Or been to take an airing on the road ? 

Peppercull. No fear. I have the pass. It is our friends. 
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I '11 see them in the bar. {Ugdt drawer,) No noise — no brawling 
While within earshot, mark me, gentlemen. (JSxit. 

Farley. Here is the hand would grip the Speaker's cuff, 
And maul him with the mace. 

Cleveland. The crop-ear*d curs ! 

With forty of us I could clear the House 
Of its five centuries of plough-tail saints 
And winkle weavers. 

Frank Bunce. Let the King but wink, 

I *d lock the doors, and fling the keys i' the Thames — 
Aye, fetch the woolsack for Duke Hildelrod. 

Fourth Templar. That canting counter-jumper at the 
Mansion House, 
Who fines ev*n gentlemen o' the Inns a shilling 
That show their knowledge of theology 
By the rare oaths they rap, or when they swig 
An extra pottle of the beastly gin 
The rascal spins — 'tis he that sets his mob 
Of ^prentices to strut and shout i* the Hall. 
liCt me but catch him west of Temple Bar, 
Fleet Ditch shall baptise him, tho* Grog and Magog 
Drove his state coach, or were his running footmen. 

Fifth Templar. Who '11 souse the Sheriffs, that to Tyburn 
follow 
Many an honester fellow than themselves 1 
Forsooth, they must petition and remonstrate ! 
How say you 1 Shall these saints of the Conventicle 
Be piously embalm'd in addled eggs, 
Dead cats and dogs, and rotten corks have kept 
Good wine from thirstv souls 1 

Dick Sharp. If gentlemen 
Should happen to be put into the stocks, 
Or stand an hour or two i' the pillory 

Fifth Templar. / i' the stocks or pillory, you scullion ! 

Jacob Dunstable. Carry this crow from your own dung- 
hill to 
Eastcheap or Westminster 1 

Frank Bunce. Thou gallows rogue ! 

Dost doubt the courage o' the Inns ? 

Tom Pipes. Where wast 

On Easter Monday, when the 'prentices 
Of Farringdon Ward set upon us in Fleet Street ? 
You made each lane your rat-hole. 

Frank Bunce. Scurvy knave ! {Draws. 

Out with the skewer that pins thy rags together. 
And take thy mittimus ! 

Farley. Thou Tyburn tippet, (Draws. 

I am for you 1 

Fourth Templar. A shoe-black ! Wears a sword (Draws. 



3S FALKLAND. [Act III. 

Not to speak peace, when I do fear there 's none j 

But in a great extremity, to tell 

The truth that others hide. The vast domains 

Confiscate of the Church have made the Commons 

Powerful and proud — the Reformation set 

Their minds and souls at liberty. Their chat-ter, 

Seal'd with their blood — securely in their hands — 

Who shall take from them ? What wise minister 

Who could, would seek to wrest it 1 The king's strength 

Is in his people's. H you would have pow'r, 

You must give them powV. Where 's the sovereign 

Was ever great ruling o'er abject subjects ] 

The Commons* Privilege is the strict measure 

Of the Prerogative. 

Charles. What ! — is not this 

My realm ] that my people 1 Am not 1 
The Lord's anointed ? Yeoman, earl, churl — 
Crown vassals— hohl of me all their broad acres. 

Falkland. Hold for their life, and living — not for thine. 
The queen is but a common bee at first 
Pamper'd to greatness, that her rule may hold 
The commonwealth together. If heav'n's vicegerent. 
How solemn is thy trust — ^how strict the reckoning ! 
If without thee the nation were distraught. 
On thee the awful burden heavier rests 
To rule in God's fear, not in thy self-will. 
And make thy power but measure of thy duties, 

Strafford. This devout homily, my reverend lord, 
Is pomewhat prolix for this pressing time. 
To boiTOw from conventiclers a phrase, 
I M have th' improvement of the subject, sir. 

Falkland. 'Tis this. The greatest enemy of kings 
Is he would trample on their subjects' rights. 
Not choice, but an o'crmastering necessity 
lias dragged me here. I have no mind to change 
The wholesome breath of Nature, and her silencf, 
For the mad roar of this distracted Babel. 
I ye irn for homo. My farm, my tenantry 
I fain would live and die with. That 's the wherefore 
I 'd warn you now. Democracy is fierce — 
Stout-h( arted burgesses, and knights, have pulses 
Both loud and strong. I 've mingled with my peers — 
Been jostled in the crowd, to sound its temper — 
They 're rocks you must steer round, else you will founder. 

Laud. The Lord's anointed parley with sedition ! 

Strafford. Too long the Crown has temporised with treason. 

NoY. Ere this the leaders of this mob had been 
Safe i' the Tower — ^indicted on ten counts 
For treason-felony, bad I my way. 
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Finch. That I hear daily in tiie House, I dare 
Scarce in this presence name. 

Charles. My lord, I Ve lent 

My thoughts as well as ears to your grave counsel. 
Your father was my father's faithful servant — 
So may his son be mine. Go bear your wisdom 
To subject as to sovereign. What hath pass'd, 
Your oath must seal from other ears than mine. 

Falkland. To serve my king, to represent his people, and 
to save 
My country, I came here. To guard their rights 
I go. 

Charles. May He by whom I reign go with thee ! 

Falkland. Amen ! {Boi^, 

Charles. His father was a fool, and he 

Bids fair to be a fanatic. 

Strafford. A dreamer — 

That qualifies the caudle for his wife 
By Galen and by Celsus ; thumbs his Cato 
J)e rastica to know how he should plough ; 
And feeds his ox by Virgil. 

All Ha! ha! ha! 

Charles. Look to him, Finch ! Pretentious wiseacre ! 
What 's candour but a finer name for rudeness ? 

Strafford. At least, your grace, it tells us to be prompt 
And doing. Gentlemen, we must away. 
The quarters of the Life Guards I will see to, 
And after join you in the House. 

Charles. The Speaker 

I charge to put no motion that may trench 
On the Prerogative. The Council 's up. {Exeunt. 



SCENE III. — House of Oommons in Session, 

Not. The message from the Crown requires the House- 
To th* end the public service may not suffer — 
To vote much lacked supplies. I move the Speaker 
Do leave the chair. 

Montague. His gracious Majesty 

Doth in his faithful Commons look to see 
A mirror of the nation. For his Crown 
And dignity, what 's fitting he doth leave. 
Not doubting, in your hands. I second, sir. 
This motion. 

Speaker. Is 't the pleasure of this House, 
That I do leave the chair ? 

Pym. Sir, 'tis not mine. 
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A giievance ever goes before supply — 
What if there be a thousand 1 

Strafford. Is it fit 

We tear the plasters from our running sores — 
Take up the quarrel that last session ended 1 

Whitby. Throw oil on flames, will not put out the fire. 
I move 

Pym. And so do T. Who throws the oil ? (ZTeor, hear,) 
What need we vote supplies 1 The Crown doth take them 
Without our leave. -Our Bill of Rights — ^what 's safe — 
Was alter'd in the printing. 

Lord Mayor. Our chief merchants — 

I here have the petitions they present — 
Are sent to prison for that they are tax'd 
Without consent of Parliament. 

Cromwell. Keligion ! 

Where is it ? I have here a declaration 
That at Paul's Cross flat popery is preached 
By Doctor Alablaster ; and his bishop 
Encourages the mass ; that Main waring, 
Ihis House rebuked for popish mummery. 
Gets to a richer living for his pains. 
Supplies ! We get, not give, them — plentiful 
Supplies of grievance. 

Eliot. Sir, the grand Remonstrance 

That ended our last session hath been mock'd : 
The interval was spent in breach of rights 
Unchallenged since the Charter. We are here 
Not to keep whole our skins, but by the people. 
To do their work. I move for a committee 
{Since our protest was over-mild for use) 
To draw another, that our minds be known 
Where they will find a hearing. 

Strode. The plain men 

Who sent me to this inquest, gave me charge 
I quit fiot this, till I bad brought them back 
Their broken rights. I'm here on no fool's errand. 
Just to return as empty as I came. 

Selden. What says our wi it 1 The King doth call us here 
To give advice, and to consult with him. 
Sic volo et sicjubeo is not 
For a free Parliament. I came not here 
To register decrees, but to consider them. 

Coke. How runs the statute De Tallagio ? 
Are Englishmen les-s free than in the time 
Of the Third Edward ? Sine assensu communium 
Nullum iallagium levetur. Is that true ? 
Or like i)oor thralls shall freemen quit the grip 
Our fathers gave us of their rights and ours 1 
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Drhztl Holus. Withont more sj^eech I move we do 
Hemonstrate. {ffear^ hear,) 
Andy that nor pope nor deiril hold again 
His state iu England, let his imps be named. (Hear, hear.) 
Lord Treasurer Weston is the chief offender. 
There 's Neile, Mainwaring, Land, in their lace tippets, 
Their Hallowtide shirts. Last session we named one 
Has had a reckoning. What saith Euripides I — 

This is true liberty when firee-bom men, 

HaTiDg to advise the pnblic, may speak free ; 
'' Which he who can and will deserves hi^ praise ; 
" Who neither can nor will may hold his peace." (Hear^ licar,) 

Eliot. T second that. 

Voices. Vote ! vote ! Agreed ! agreed ! 

Eliot. Sir, do you put the question 1 

Finch. I have orders 

I may not challenge that inhibit me. 

Peter Hatman. Oh, kinsman ! recreant to thy class and 
country. 
Thou 'rt a foul blot upon a noble stock ! 

Valentine. Serjeant-at-Arms ! See that the doors are 
lock'd. 

CURBITON. Let no man leave or enter. 

Selden. Put the question 1 

Finch. Nay, gentlemen, on your allegiance hear me. 

{Rises to leave. They seize and hold 
him in tlis chair. 

Voices. Order ! Chair ! Let liim go ! 
Strode. Here he shall stay 1 Tt is the Speaker's place ; 
Nay, stiniggle not ! I am too many for thee. 
The House in session ! Speaker in the chair ! 

Holus. *Ods Ouns ! He shall not stir until it please 
The House to rise. You read the resolutions. 

Cromwell. This against papistry you all do know, 
Strode. This but repeats the statute de tallagio. 
Selden. And this protests against Arminians. 
Doorkeeper. The Royal UsLer knocks. Shall he come 

inl 
Whitby. The soldiers, gentlemen, are at the door. 
HoLLis. All who are for the motion will say Aye. 
AU. All say Aye. 

Pym. On the contrary opinion say No 1 The Ayes then 
have it. 

{The Members crowd togetlier, and exeunt 
tumuUuously. 
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ACT IV. 

SCENE l.—Bv/rford House, The garden. 

Falkland. The children love him, and there 's no love lost. 
The Master 's apt, and Bruce hath had the skill 
Not merely to acquire, but to impart — 
Beguiles them into knowledge ; and his learning, 
Not a bare storehouse of the memory, 
Keflects the culture of philosophy. 

Lady Falkland. Aye, Lucius, he and wo have shared 
together 
A speckled fortune. How a common fate 
Doiii make a common heart ! The high and low — 
The widest sti'angers rudely cast together 
By the fortuity of mutual peril — 
Yearn intimate in fellowship for life. 

Falkland. The world's fantastic lendings, how they vanish 
At stem adversity's imperious frown ! 
The clamorous surge, between whose roar and us 
Are but some creaking boards — that herds us all 
Together on the raft, to share the rain-drops ; 
Or, in the long-boat, on the shoreless sea, 
To lot the fragments of the remainder biscuit, 
As ev'ry eye strains for the horizon sail ; — 
Can they, whose hopes, fears, perils, needs, and fate 
Have so intrinsic been, forget them all — 
Pull on their masques again — be strange once more ! 

Lady Falkland. So shall not we. The servant who hath 
shared 
The dangei-s of our exile, now shall be 
Our valued friend. ( Enter Bruce.) Still after thy old craft I 

Falkland. Nay, 'tis because the gardener is a Scotsman. 

Lady Falkland. He brings strange news. He says the 
Solemn League 
And Covenant 's supreme — the popish mass 
Laid prostrate by a beldam's three-legg'd stool. 
And men in hodden-grey, with meal-bags slung 
Behind, and led by Leslie, cross the Tweed. 

FALKiiAND. Hum ! Parliament or powder, which shall 't be ? 
The world *s a Bedlam — all are lunatic. 
And only differ in their forms of madness. 
Evils we cannot cure we *d best forget. 
We '11 to old Adam's tiude, or tend our flocks — 
Think of our waving com, cor herds, the bugle 
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.t calls the honods — the angler bj the river. 
^)rtunata8 — procul dUcordibus annis / 
(ruce. What saith the Koman saw ? — the further firom 
it Jove, the farther also from the tbander. 
■'alkland. And that was all that Man could say for Crod, 
for his moral government of Earth. 
"^mus in orbe dtos fecit timor I 

bne or truth ! — No, Incense — Sacrifice ! 
savage offer d victims. Greek and Roman, 
peased with gifts, nor hoped to serve by duty. 
^^^^^ in the theatre Prometheus stood, 
^^^^e hnman protest of the creature 'gainst 
\l •^ e ffuilt of its Creator, Athens hush'd — 
*^ varr'd by the small still voice to sympathy, 
^ udged frail mortality to be more just 
^han He who made it. Ahriman and OrmiiZ'), 
And Thor and Sheva, or the hideous god 
That grins malignant on the Hindoo temple — 
The serpent and the Prince o* the power o'the air — 
What must be man's outlook upon the world, 
That finds no scheme of Providence but that ? 

Bruce. Savage and Pagan ! What saith the Christian ? — 
" Man, beast, fowl, creeping thing, I will destroy, 
" For it repenteth me that I have made them." 
The record, how inscrutable ! We pity 
The heathen, with his Fates and Furies : have we none? 
JBlection, Reprobation, span long infants 
Given to Moloch — old things with new names. 

Falkland. Dare we look into Nature's scheme ] What is 't 
But circles of the hunter and the prey? 
The wren the insect eats, the hawk the wren ; 
Shark, vulture, tiger, rattle-snake, their quarry. 
Chasing and chased, tearing and being torn ; 
A life of rage and Eore perplexity. 
Man preys upon them all — and worse than they, 
He preys upon his fellows. 

Lady Falkland. Man, that sees 

Darkly — knows but in part — presumes to speak 
As if he knew the whole. Were this life all, 
Pleasure and creature comfort were his end ; 
But he 's immortal, and his work is duty. 
To scare the soul out of its poor content, 
To beat the heart against Fate's prison bars — 
Fate we should cheerfully accept because we must — 
Is that philosophy ? 

Bruce. Ah ! Madam, hope not 

That Truth ignored, will cease to be the Truth. 
That problem insoluble to reconcile 
Almighty love with all-pervading evil — 
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Is 't not a sphinx hath all devour'd, who yet 
Have tried to read her riddle ] 

Ladt Falkland. No ill lives, 

But to kill greater evil. Lions thin 
The flocks, would else but multiply to die 
Of slow starvation. Pain or ends itself, 
Or ends the sufferer. Nay, if he list, 
He may overstep Time's threshold into Nothing, 
Whene'er the sum of life's a deficit. 
What 's sorrow but the scourge to whip sin back 
To virtue 1 What is pain but frailty's thumb-screw, 
To signal us the seat of the disease — 
Nature's unrest calling for help to cure : 
The scourge that castigates distempered appetites, 
Into the ways of temperance and wisdom I 
Nature, how goodly an inheritance ! 
Man, what a spendthrift heir ! The ephemeron 
That dances in the sunbeam, or the trout 
That leaps i' the pool ; the lark that in the sky 
Sings to his mate i' the furrow, and the lambs 
That leave their ewes to skip in play together ; 
The pleased tenderness of bird and beast, 
The fonder for their younglings' helplessness, 
That wiles the tigress with her cubs to gambol, 
And at his fledglings' scream draws from the sky 
The eagle in his flight against the sun ; 
Who that can look on these can doubt their purpose ? 
Who paints the mead, perfumes the new-mown huy ; 
Arrays the lily 1 At whose call doth spring 
Burst forth in splendour, give each bee its bud,- 
Each butterfly its blossom 1 Who, with fancy 
Hath gifted us to trace Creation's glories — 
With godlike reason the design t' unveil 
Of her great Author's wisdom ? What are these 
To the unfathomable love of wife or mother ; 
The comfort unspeakable of home — the prattle 
Of infancy, that makes each care a blessing, 
And clothes all life with thankfulness and peace 1 
The martyr's ecstacy ; the patriot's rapture, 
As on the bloody field he renders up 
His hero soul ; the mind serene that stands 
For truth and right — ^whose calm and constant heart 
Nor tyrant's frown, fool's scorn, nor people's rage. 
Shakes from its centre — who that lives can doubt 
In this poor hut of earth a spirit stirs 
That in the path of duty finds a bliss 
Far beyond happiness ! 

Falkland. My priest and prophet I — 

Would make the craven brave^ the infidel 
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Devout, the leprous soul as pure as infancy — 
Be ever thus the helpmate of my spirit ! 
Thy sweet rebuke recalls me to myself 

Of thee to prove more worthy. (Enter servant with letters. 
Hah ! What's here ! {Beads. 

Hyde calls me. Hazelrigg portends a storm. 
The King will not be saved. Last Parliament 
Scarce entered on its work, ere he dissolved it — 
With epithets of scorn, that ev'ry shire 
And borough treasured up, to render back 
Wlien next they have a reck'ning. As for him, — 
He 's treacherous as a quicksand, and his word 's 
Scarce worth its breath. Nor light nor hope I see not. 
The shadow darkens my foreboding spirit 
That fell, when through the mist I saw that Hecate 
A statue on the crag, and heard her scream 
Her frantic prophecy, that far outshriek'd 
The thunder of the linn. 

Lady Falkland. The Fates, dear Lord, 

Fled from the Gospel Light. Thou goest forth 
The ward of Providence. 

Falkland. And thy pure pray'r 

Shall be my panoply. To hon^e ! Adieu ! (Exeunt, 



SCENE II.— Alsatia. In tlie Temple. 

Enter Captain Peppercull, Drawer, 

Captain Peppercull. Drawer ! 

Drawer. Anon, sir. 

Peppercull. Let me have a cup 

Of spiced canary. 

Drawer. Your last score is heavy. 

Peppercull, My score *s scored out, thou mercenary drudge ! 
Xing Charles pays for all — ^go-ask the bar else. (Exit drawer, 

(Enter Jack Farley. 

Where 's Tom and all the Templars 1 Killigrew 
And Fleming will be here, to count our noses. 
Mind you — no swashbucklers — ^none but gentlemen. 
'Tis for the King. The poor mechanic rogues 
That from the City crowd to Palace Yard 
Must be confronted. Where 's Frank Bunco, and Cleveland ] 
Farley. They 're on the Temple stairs. 

Enter Templars. 

Peppercull. Hah 1 Gallants, all ! 

Pray give your orders. Call for what you wilL 
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Enter Frank Bunce. 
Frank Bunce. (Singm 

" For I 'm always drunk, and I 'm seldom sober ; 
I am a rover in ev'ry degree ; 

I *m alwayB drinking, and never thinking 
How I shall gain my true love's company *' 

My whistle 's dry, my Bully Rook~my lane 
Is dusty, and needs watering. 

AU. A forfeit ! 

Enter Cleveland. 

Cleveland. Who talks of water ? 

Bunce. I, you Holborn culls — 

Of aqtui mice, that ne*er saw Pump Court, 
Kor smelt the Thames, my eremites. 

All. Ha ! ha ! 

Peppercull. My cocks o' the walk, 'tis early ; I engaged 
You should be sober — all — ^"till your meridian. 
Why, Jack, thy cloak 's as holey as the coat 
Of IVeves ; and Frank, if thou no shirt can show, 
E*en button up thy doublet. Cato's toes 
Grinn'd thro' his sandals. Socrates went barefoot. 
No barber trimm'd the stubble of Zeno's beard. 
But, mind you, we are all Cavaliers here. 
King's friends in cobbled clouts and Rag Fair suits — 
A resurrection from the oyster cellars — 
May make the wenches laugh, and cockneys jeer. 
But scarce will clear the causeway. 

First Templar. Noble captain ! 

When you know who, shall make his friend a justice, 
You *11 see I '11 be as sober as a judge — 
At least in term-time. What can serge say more 1 

Second Templar. My best trunk-hose, my toasting-fork, 
and spurs. 
At Hockley i' the Hole, await their ransom — 
A matter of five shillings to the ale-wife. 
And I 'm as gallant as a popinjay. 

Third Templar. A truer blade than mine ne'er slit a nose. 
My landlady will change it for a noble ; 
Stick it but in this belt, 'twill do such feats 
Would dim the steel of bright Excaliber. 

Enter drawer. 

Drawer. The captain 's wanted. 

Frank Bunce. Let the rogue that dares 

To flaunt his warrant here, look to his jugular ! 
What, Cull ! hast let a soul out i' the precinct. 
Or been to take an airing on the road ? 

Peppercull, No fear. I have the pass. It is our friends. 
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111 see them in the har. {Exit dmrer.) So noise — ^no brawling 
While within earshot^ mark me, gentlemen. {£xit, 

Farijet. Here is the hand woold grip the Speaker's coS, 
AjEid man! him with the mace. 

CriEYELAJnx The crop-ear*d curs ! 

iVitli forty of ns I conld dear the House 
Of its five centuries of plough-tail saints 
Ajnd. winkle weavers. 

f BANK BuxcB. Let the King but wink, 

r '<1 lock the doorSy and fling the keys f the Thames — 
A^ye, fetch the woolsack for Duke Hildehrod. 

fouRTH Texpulh. That canting counter-jumper at the 
Mansion House, 
Vv^lio fines ev'n gentlemen o* the Inns a shilling 
^'lia-t show their knowledge of theology 
^^y the rare oaths they rap, or when they swig 
-A^n extra pottle of the beastly gin 
-I^]:i.f± rascal spins — 'tis he that sets his mob 
^^f * prentices to strut and shout i' the Hall. 
-t.*^ti me but catch him west of Temple Bar, 
-^T^^^t Ditch shall baptise him, tho' Gog and Magog 
J^c»ve his state coach, or were his running footmen. 

IPTH Templar. Who '11 souse the Sherifls, that to Tyburn 
follow 
an honester fellow than themselves ) 
^«:Ts;ooth, they must petition and remonstrate ! 

"w say yon ] Shall these saints of the Conventicle 
^ piously embalm'd in addled eggs, 
^^^id cats and dogs, and rotten corks have kept 
^^od wine from thirsty souls 1 
TDick Sharp. If gentlemen 

CDuld happen to be put into the stocks, 

* stand an hour or two i* the pillory 

IB'iFTH Templar. / i' the stocks or pillory, you scullion ! 
0"acob Dunstable. Carry this crow from your own dung- 
hiUto 
"^*^«rt«heap or Westminster ! 

^RANK BuNCE. Thou gallows rogue ! 

^ ^^st doubt the courage o' the Inns 1 

"IToM Pipes. Where wast 

J^^*=>^ Easter Monday, when the 'prentices 
^^ Farringdon Ward set upon us in Fleet Street ? 
^^^^>u made each lane yoiu' rat-hole, 

^RANK BuNCE. Scurvy knave ! {Draws. 

^'^^^fc with the skewer that pins thy rags together, 
'^ ^^^d take thy mittimus ! 

Parley. Thou Tyburn tippet, (Draws. 

^.Hx for you ! 

Fourth Templar. A shoe-black 1 Wears a sword {Draws. 
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Only to scrape the soles of gentlemen. 
I '11 polish thee as ne*er thou didst a boot ! 

Dick Sharp. Since no one else will suit thee with a client, 
I '11 be defendant in thine action of battery, 
Thou briefless feemonger ! Here is the pen 
I '11 dip into thine ink. {Draws ; they all fight inomiacuoualy. 

Enter drawer. 

Drawer. The bar is shut ! 

The steward will be on us, and the watch ! 

Enter the h/ndlord with broadswoi^d ; strikes down their 

swords, and separates them. 

Landlord. You sheath your tools; I'll have no ruffling here! 
Blow off your brandy at Saint Sepulchre's, 
Or slake it in the Thames. I '11 lose my licence 
For none of you ! D' ye hear ! I '11 tap the butt 
O' the first that lifts his whinger. 

Enter Peppercull. 

Peppercull. Gentlemen, 

1 stood your sponsor. What can I say now ? 
Our friends have heard this brawl, and shut the chequer. 
Have you no more sense than Lord Trueman's cocks 
That fought with one another 1 Go — snore off 
Your fumes. Take heart of grace. I promise you 
You '11 have your bellyful of cut and tlirust 
Before the year 's much older. Close the house. {Exevnt. 



SCENE III. — Palace Yard, Crowd, Citizens^ apprentices, d:c. 

Sir Andrew Macnab, Storie, Fowke, Bailie, Nash, 

Trench, <Icc, 

Macnab. 'Tis said he was a day behind the fair — 
Design'd to seize on those who 've stiiick down him. 

Bailie. I had it from my Lord Kimbolton thus — 
You know his way — Strafford's — he has a look 
Imperious and self-sustain'd, as if 
In battle he were ordering the advance 
Assured of victory — a majesty 
Of carriage, and a glance that so commands, 
All other men give place as to their master. 
A chilling silence, broke into the grim 
Official voice. He was impeach'd. He rose 
To Bpeak — was order'd to witlidraw — then brought — 
That Lucifer ! — upon his knees, to hear 
A charge of treason — and without an audience 
Committed ! That black rod, whose touch was token 
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The mighty captaia was himself a captive — 
It made hua swerve a moment, as I Ve seen 
A felon in the dock shrink from the doomster. 

Storie. At th' entrance for the peers where he alighted 
His chariot waited ; I was in the crowd. 
His face was swart ; his deep-set eye did burn. 
Of all the greasy caps in that foul mob, 
Not one was doff *d to him whose frown that morning, 
From brows of dukes had moved their coronet. 
The rabble murmur'd — those behind, in safe 
Concealment, jeer'd — ^until the usher gruff, 
Hustled him in a sorry ramshackle 
Hobbling to the Tower. 

Bailie. Son of the morning, 

How art thou fallen ! 

(As Peers and Members enter a/nd pass th*(mgh 
the crowd, the mob cry, ^^ Justice on Traitors/ 
Privilege I " 

Jack Straw. A sentence, masters, without more ado ! 

Hal Hockley. You send him out ! 

Tom Starling. *Tis treason-felony I 

Crowd, Name ! Name him ! Justice ! Strafford ! 

Ralph Snodqrass. He 's at the other door ! Let 's go and 
groan ! 

Hockley. And mind you, " Strafford ! " That *s our city 
catch- word. 

Straw. See yonder ! D *yo ^^^^ the shouts ? Run I Rwnt 

(ExeuTit mob, 

FowKE. How Demos hates authority I That wolf-pack 
But knowd that here 's a chance to strike down pow'r 
Without the penalty. 

Macnab. They 're in life's hold 

And batten'd down by law. Take off the hatches, 
And look you to 't they get not upon deck — 
Scuttle the ship — ^yard-arm the officers. 

Storie. What if the captain steers right for the breakers — 
Will take no pilot, and consult no chart ? 

Trench. That's e'en the risk that's nearest. But let's 
follow. (ExeurU, 



SCENE IV.— Pym's h(mse at Chdsea. 

Ftm, Hollis, Hampden, Strode, Cromwell, Hazelrigg, 

discovered, 

Pym. He fined us ; he impnson'd us ; gaol'd Eliot 
I* the Tower until he rotted. 

Cromwell. Prynne's poor ears 

E 



50 PALKLAIJD, [Act IVi 

Twice mangled by the hangman ; and his clerk, 
Young Lillburn, lash'd almost to death, that staggered 
From Fleet to Westminster — do these not cry- 
To heav'ii for vengeance ? 

Hazelrigg. Since we cannot reach 

The principal, we must strike at his vicar. 

HoLLis. 'Tis he or ns. We have him. Should he slip 
Thro' law's grim grip, he '11 lay a heavy hand 
On all of us. 

Cbomwell. Malignant ! Prelatist ! 
Given over to his idols. He must die ! 

Hampden. Friends, we are Christians and Englishmen. 
Revenge is for the savage, or for States 
Where laws are dead, and ev'ry man must be 
A law unto himself. How near we are 
To that, our judges all too plainly show. 
But our last hopes rest on abiding by 
The orderly observance of precedent. 
Believe me, patient justice will wear out 
The outrage of usurp'd authority. 
Our strength is in the equity that speaks 
To ev'ry good man's conscience. Were not right 
Master of wrong, disorder would bear rule. 
Strafford must die, not by our votes, but by 
His crimes. Yet who that sees that noble ruin 
Feels not how harder 'tis to judge than pity ! 

Enter Kimbolton. 

KiMBOLTON. I 've struggled through the crowd ! I Ve lost 
my cloak! 
The roar still deafens me. Well, gentlemen, 
'Tis over ; he's found guilty. On Tower Hill 
The headsman and the axe wait by the block ; 
You know the rest. The Queen sat out the trial ; 
The loveliness of England look'd their pity, 
And pleaded with such eyes, as surely ne'er 
Before did smoothe the knit and wrinkled brow 
Of strict resolved justice. There, too, tripp'd 
The little prince and princess, and their prettiness. 
Yea, all the arts of mercy. We who knew him 
Impig&r, iracundtis, inexorabiliSj acej( — 
Ev'n we were drawn within the sympathy 
Of general compassion. There he stood. 
His brav'ry of apparel all toned down 
To simple sables ; and the tall figure bent — 
But with an air so portly, and a presence 
So gracious, yet majestic : e'vn the wrong'd, 
Who came to feed the hunger of revenge, 
Could not forbear compunction. Now, no more. 
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The haughty confideDce that marr'd his greatness 

Piqued opposition ; and the diapason 

Of that deep Toice, like sacred music, roll'd 

Its organ-peal through all that breathless hall. 

Serene persuasion hong upon his lips j 

And when its tones falteiPd to tenderness — 

As, pleading for his children, he invoked 

His saint in heav'n — and Nature's dew bedimm^d 

Those thoughtful, penetrating eyes, he ended speech 

As if his heart could carry him no further. 

An awful silence, as if sound were dead, 

Arrested motion, till the pent-up soul 

Felt it must either gather breath or die. 

Then beauty swoon'd, and courtly grace forgot 

Its art, to mingle with the common pity. 

Like a time-honour'd ruin, lightning rifted, 

He bow'd his head to Fate, till greatness seem'd 

More venerable for adversity — 

When lo ! the callous voice of formal office. 

Resolved the generous dream of yielding mercy, 

I' the sordid 'rithmetic of crabbed law. 

Cromwell. The gifts of God, put to the devil's use. 
But he is sehtenced. What next ? Will the king 
Put the sign-manual to the warrant ? 

Pym. Aye, 

If so he must. 

Cromwell. Our watchers signal us. 
Both arms and powder leave the Tower i' the dark. 

HoLLis. When Bedford touched, in council, on the militia, 
The King, as if a hidden thought had been 
Unearth'd, flush'd to the ears. 

Cromwell. Poor men, discreet 

And godly, have put liquor in his troopers 
To draw their secrets out. Another plot 
Perhaps a rescue brews. Let ev'ry knight 
And burgess urge subscription to the Pr6test. 
Their signature commits them ; their refusal. 
Unmasks them. 

Pym. Some of us will to the City. 

The Mayor must sign first — ^the Corporation 
In Common Hall. 

HoLLis. Where's Coke ? He was Recorder. 

The County Members, Hampden hath in charge — 
You, Cromwell, take the burgesses. And we. 
Some by the Strand, some by the river glide 
Singly to Guildhall. 

Hazelrigg. I am a Liveryman. 

Cromwell. Have with you — boot and saddle ! 

{JSxeii/tU. 
B 2 
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SCENE Y. — ^LoEiD Falkland's toum home. The greak hcM. 

Falkland, Hyde, Colepeppeb, Digby, discav&red. 

Falkland. A private wrong the wrong'd is free to pardon. 
Were 't but to me 'twere done, why I could pity ; 
But he hath brought this realm to ruin's brink, 
And right divine by this stern reckoning, 
Must learn how powerless 'tis to bear the greatest 
Beyond the grip of justice. 

Hyde. Bight divine 1 

A tool, too faithful service to requite 
With its death-warrant ! As I live these ears 
Were witness to the pledge that not a hair 
Of Strafford's head the Parliament should touch. 
While there 's a king in England I 

Colepeppeb. Crown, yea life | Jr- 

Should go, ere I coidd sign a writ so ruthless. 

Falkland. How terrible that irony of fate 
Decrees that he for whom the deed was done 
Himself is its justiciar 1 

Unter Cableton. 

Cableton. I 'm sick ! 

Give me some wine ! That ghastly tragedy 
Still lingers, like a hideous phantasma. 
After the dreamer wakes. You know on me, 
His oldest friend, the office was devolved 
To bid him look his last upon the sun. 
He thrust from him the thought 'twas possible 
That he, for whom alone he bad risked all. 
And without whose consent no harm could follow, 
Woidd leave him to his enemies. But when 
His own request that his poor life should be 
The King's peace-offering, was made the plea 
To take him at his word, he started up, 
And, laying hand on heart, he murmur 'd low, 
" Put not your trust in princes." The cloud pass'd, 
And his stout soul shone out again, serene 
As an abiding summer. On his way. 
Laud, through his prison bars, with palsied hands 
Stretch'd forth his blessing. To his last halting place 
He strode with step more free than those who follow'd. 
His parting voice, sedate — you know his manner-- 
As clear and as collected as his wont, 
When in the House he rose to open out 
Some grave concern of statesmanship, until 
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Conviction seem'd t* anticipate persuasion — 

Its thrilling tones quite hush'd the murmuring crowd-— 

And when, with calm composure at the close, 

He laid aside his cloak, and thoughtful of 

The decencies of death, disposed his hair 

Out of the headsman's way — that gaunt Procrustes 

A moment dropp'd his mask, and show'd a face 

More hideous than a deathVhead. I could look 

No longer ; but as from that Golgotha 

I fled, the multitudinous hum, and then the shouts 

Told me that all was over. 

Falkland. If, to hear thee. 

Suborns the small still voice to blunt the edge 
Of necessary justice, I no more 
Than thou could look upon that awful scene. 
And put my ruth quite from me. 

Hyde. Ministers, 

Appall'd, have sent their resignations in ; 
Shall we desert the country — let it drift 
Without a rudder or a pilot on 
The shoals of anarchy ? The King commands 
That I should frame a Council : will you join it 1 

Falkland. Nor you, nor I,/ nor he, it most concerns, 
Is in a frame, or to impart or weigh 
Safe counsel in the nation's agony. 
The storm-vex'd soul strikes reason from her throne, 
And sober thought, eclipsed, doth leave the mind 
To wait upon the passions. This alone 
Nor time can fling behind him, nor fate alter. 
Onr fathei*s, with our breath, who gave us all 
That life 's worth living for, have left a debt 
We owe our children. Say, shall it be paid ? 

DiGBY. The pilot in despair hath fled the helm. 

CoLBPEPPEB. To serve the captain is to save the ship. 

Cableton. 'Tis England calls. 

Fat^kland. And she must be obey'd. 

Where peril is, there is the patriot's place. 
When to be minister was but to be 
A courtier, he might crawl to court who would ; 
But office, when 'tis reckon'd by its dangers, 
Not by ite hoQours, may the function be 
Of any honedt man, who '11 speak the truth, 
And i^ame the deviL But mark me, gentlemen — 
Who cannot dare to look the King i' the face, 
And tell him what he thinks, is neither flt 
For such a time, nor yet for such a place. 
Here, ere we part, let each to other pledge 
His fortune, Hfe, yea, and his sacred honour. 
To know no law bat candid verity, 
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No service but his couDtry's, no allegiance 
Save to the three Estates co-ordinate. 

DiGBT. It is a bargain. 

CoLEPBPPER. You are witness, friends, 

I never was a courtier. 

Carleton. If Whitehall 

Hath stairs both front and back, I know but one. 

Htde. Gentlemen, the King awaits his Council, 

AIL Come, let 's go. {Exeunt* 



SCENE Yl,— The City. Guildhall Council Chamber. 

The Lord Mayor amd Court discovered. 

First Alderican, My men were bye — my wharf is next 

the fort. 
Second Alderman. I cannot go to sleep and know the 
Tower 's 
Commanded by malignants. 

Third Alderman. All the guards 

Have silently been shifted. Balfour makes way 
For LuDsford. These dark nights our bargemen ssty 
Hide loads of arms and powder to Whitehall. 

Lord Mayor. {All rising,) The Honourable Commons 
would have audience : 
Is it the pleasure of this Court ? 

AU, Admit. 

Enter Hampden, Hazelriqg, Pym, Hollis, Strode, Cromwell. 

Hampden. My lord, we are commissioned by the House, 
Here to confer upon our common danger. 
The army is debauched ; the Mint's in peril ; 
And, on pretence of our protection, guards 
Beset our Hall, and overawe free speech. 

Cromwell. This urgent time 
Brooks not a politic precision of choice words. 
All yesterday, and far into this morning, 
(St. Margaret's chimes struck two as we came out) 
Did we debate the nation's grievances. 
Wrongs so intolerable, I would put 
The broad Atlantic 'twixt me and the slaves 
That would endure them longer. Belial's sons 
Strove long and hard, to make the worse appear 
The better reason. Words ran high, and swords 
Were drawn, but in the end the right prevail'd. 
To be quite plain, my lord, the sterner issues. 
That wreck the peace of this perplexed people, 
Marshal in mortal strife the threat'ning pow'rs 
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Of good and evil. We *re charged to declare 

That Parliament 's in durance ; that the troops, 

Palse to the nation's flag, menace the pow'r 

By whose authority alone they muster ; 

That there 's a plot to seize your city's posts ; 

And we require this Honourable Court, 

!For safety of the King and Commonwealth, 

To call the train-bands out, and ])lant your watches. 

As guards against or seizure or surprise. 

LoBD Mayor. This city, loyal to the throne, and to 
The: Estates, will order as advised. 
The Aldermen, the Deputies, and Council, 
Will to their several Wards, while here the Sheriffs 
Will sit with me in permanence. {Eoseti/rU, 



SCENE VII. — The Hovse of Commons in session. 

Speaker. The clerk will read the order of the day. 
Debate resumed — Petition and Remonstrance. 

Pym. Sir, Questions of Privilege precedence take 
Of ev'ry other business. With no warrant 
But their own will, and that of one I name not. 
My chambers have been enter'd by a horde 
Of lawless roysterers — my papers seized — 
My trunks and doors seal'd up ; and as I pass 
The other House, the Lord Kimbolton speaks 
Of a like outrage on his rights as peer, 

Hampden. I grieve while I 'm indignant. I, too, have 
The same sad tale to tell. 

HoLLis. And I. 

Hazelbiog. And I. 

Strode. My steps are dogg'd ; my house is not my own. 
Who is 't presumes upon this monstrous act ? 
Fleming and Killigrew — minions of the Courb ! 

Cromwell. The time calls out for action, not for speech. 
I move that outrage shall be met by force, 
And that this House desires a conference 
Forthwith i' the Painted Chamber ! 

(Enter hv/rriedly a messenger of the House / delivers 
a letter to Pym, who hastily peruses it. 

Pym. Breach upon breach ! A cavalcade hath muster'd — 
Is on its way to seize upon your Members. 

Cromwell. Then, without more ado, fall back upon 
The City. 

Sir Walter Earle. Not a moment 's to be lost. 

Enter hurriedly a If ember. 

Member. As I came through the hall, an officer, 
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Breathless, press'd through the crowd, and whisper d me 
The Tnns of Court are hurrying to their quarters — 
The men of desperate fortunes who of late 
Are kept at open table — ^how, we know not — 
Are rallying to a centre. 

{Cries of " Leave the Biouse,^^ Exemd Hampden, 
Ptm, Hazelrigg, and Hollis. 

Stbode. I that have done no wrong 1 — why should I budge f 
I stand here on my rights. 

Earle. Thy rights ! Where are they % 

My old friend and my neighbour, you must go ! 
Nay then ! Have at you ! {Drags hvm, to the door cmd 

thrusts him out. 

Speaker. Order ! Order ! 

Voices, Chair ! 

Cromwell. While yet there 's time, I would acquaint the 
House 
The City and its bands are at its service. 

Sir Edward Dering. I wear a sword. 

Sir Harry Vane. And I — and mean to use it. 

Mr. Maynard. Since who should be our shield 's the first 
to draw, 
And throw away the scabbard. Parliament 
Must meet not where it should, but where it can. 
Free to {Noise and cries without. 

Enter the King. He walks up to the Speaker. 
All rise and uncover. 

King. I, Mr. Speaker, for a time must boiTow 
Tour chair {seats himself in it, a/nd casts his eyes searchvngjy 

round the House), I 'm sorry the occasion brings me. 
1 sent a message, gentlemen, to you ; 
And where I look'd for duty, find excuses. 
By my command, those were with treason charged 
Whom I required you to deliver to me. 
This is no place for traitors, nor shall any 
Pub them beyond my power. I do demand 
Of you, the Speaker, are they in the House ? 
I must and shall have them — where'er they are 
Is- Mr. Pyin here ? Say, where are the rest ? 

Speaker {kneels). May *t please your majesty, I have no 

- eyes 
To see, nor tongue to speak, but as this House, 
Of which I am but servant, doth direct me. 
And I do humbly crave your gracious pardon : 
T have no other answer. 

Kino. Soh ! 'Tis well, sir, 
I think my eyes as good as any other's 
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*Tis no matter. Look you. Since I see 
That all the birds are flown, I do expect 
That you will send them to me when again 
They take their seats. I never meant to use 
Porce, other than the laws yourselves have made. 
To prosecute th' offenders. On the word 
Of an anointed king, it is my purpose 
All that I have conceded to my subjects 
To ratify. I trouble you no more ! 

Voices, Privilege ! Privilege I 

(Uxit King. 

Cromwell. If my poor voice can reach your wisdom, sirs, 
I counsel that no word shall pass our lips, 
On this grave matter, till we ask our pillow — 
If after such a scene, sleep come at all. 
I move, sir, that this House do now adjourn. 

Sib Habry Yane. In seconding this motion, I abstain 
From offering my reasons, and advise 
Without debate it be forthwith recorded. 

Speaker. That this House do now adjourn. All those 
That are of that opinion say "Aye." (Cries of " Aye.*') 
All those that are of the contrary opinion say " No." 
The " Ayes " have it. {Members crowd out ocmfusedly. 



SCENE VIII. — Lord Falkland's Umn house. The garden, 

Falkland discovered in tlie surmner house, 

Falkland. The freedom of the will — accountability — 
Fine theologic phrases ! What are we 
But drifb-wood on the current 1 Providence ! — 
What is it but what elder time call'd fate ? 
The Spartan, or the Turk, or Calvinist, 
Jove, Allah, or Jehovah — Destiny, 
Necessity, Predestination. By what name 
Soe'er we cheat our minds by varying words — 
There sit the fatal sisters at their wheel 
Spinning our fortune's thread, not as we would, 
But as they will. Is it thy dread decree 
Omnipotent ! That man is born to trouble 
As sparks fly upwards 1 Wherefore is he bom 1 
Oh, canst thou not, inexorable Heaven ! 
Leave me in Time's slow eddies — that the present 
And future be forgotten in the past ? 
My cheerful hearth, my honest coimtry neighbour, 
The prattle of my children, and my farm — 
The worthies, that from all the ages come 
Around us — ^poets with their silent music. 
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Sages sedate in wisdom, deeds heroic — 

Content unspeakable ! Is this fair Eden 

No more for me for ever? {Enter Bruce.) Ah, dear friend. 

How infinitely welcome ! Thou bring'st with thee 

What thou has left behind. Thy very presence 

Is summer — the cuckoo, hawthorn, and the May. 

I hear the whetting of the scythe, the laugh 

0' the milkmaid, and the jingle of her paiL 

Well — Edith, and the Master, and my lasses ! 

Oh I domus et piacens vacor. Tell me all ! 

Bruce. For that I came. If love were ponderable, 
I could not carry all the pretty messages 
Of prettier lips, I 'm charged to give " Papa." 

FaleIiAKD. Oh, the dear rogues ! 

Bruce. My lady and the infant — 

Falkland. Infant 1 and I away ! 

Bruce. Sir, she hath sent me 

To set your mind at ease. All danger 's past ; 
Our good old doctor gives his bill of health. (Presents letter, 

Falkl^lnd. And I that long'd for some far nook, to while 
Away life's noiseless tenor to the close, 
To be entangled in the treacherous meshes 
Of Court intrigue, and, helpless to resist, 
Suck'd down the vortex of this weary world 
Of craft and polity ! 

Bruce. My lord, we are 

But soldiers on the march, our span a warfare. 
And he that leads the van first meets the danger. 

Falkland. Leads ! What 's the greatest of us but the foam 
That crests the frantic surge ! So purposeless 
The ways of fortune, and so powerless 
The wisest foresight and consummate worth 
To guide the wayward issues. 

Bruce. Oh, my lord, 

Slip not the anchor of your soul to rove. 
Upon that shoreless sea ! Child of a day — 
Here but to learn the way to the hereafter ; 
We live in time to know to live for ever. 

Falkland. I would have peace ! The soul longs for repose 
More than the clay it wears. Its habitat 
Is heav'n, where no vain strife intrudes upon 
Divine serenity. My spirit craves 
For that I must no longer look to have. 

Enter Ring^s messenger. 

Messenger. My lord, His Majesty commands your presence. 
Falkland. I come. (EtAA messenger.) My fate doth beckon ; 
I obey. 
Good friend, you hear my summons. Hie thee home. 



ne IX.] FALKLAND. 59 

Say to my fledgliDgs all their father yearns 
"ITo say, but that his heart 's too full. My wife ! 
TMy love ! my all ! keep from her in her weakness, 
*That which to know needs all her strength to bear. 

IPass any pious fraud the searching eye 

Of quick affection will not detect. 

Tell her but if I would my senses keep 

I must no more ! Farewell ! {Exit, 

Bbuce. Too true, I fear, 

~ Are thy forebodings. With a heavy heart 

I leave thee ; and no lighter will it be 

That where I go thou may*st return no more. (Scene drops. 



SCENE lX,^WhitehdlL Council Chamber, 

Discovers the King, Digby, Killigrew, Fleming, Lunsfoed, 

Peppercull. 

The King. How got they to the knowledge ? 

LuNSFORD. Not a house 

But has its spy. Each tavern hath an ear 
The Commons find the wax for ; and the gipsies 
That camp i' the thicket listen, fetch, and carry. 

DiGBY. Sir, where 's mischief 
That leaves the women out 1 The pious Pym 
Hath giv'n Lord Carlisle horns. The countess is 
The filter — drops your secrets in his mouth. 
I 've track'd her messenger. 

King. He who would have 

A council he can trust must keep his own. 
You, Peppercull, take water to the Temple, 
And keep your roysterers i' the humour till 
I want them. 

Peppercull. Sir 

King. No words — out — ^by the postern. (Uxit Peppercull. 
And now. Sir William (to Fleming), you must win your spurs. 
Find out Newcastle. He must look to Hull. 
'Tis well 'tis dark ; your cloak must hide your face. 

Fleming. I 'm dogg'd, and have disguises in the hall. 

King. If they deceive a Puritan, there 's but 
One more that they can cheat. Success attend thee ! 

(JExU Fleming. 
Get you to Portsmouth Killigrew. Deliver 
To Goiing these (letters), 'Twere best that you avoid 
The Council. Find your way by the back stairs. 

(BxU Killigrew. 
Ha ! ha ! — ^that is the gait that he knows best. 
How is the City, Lunsford ? 
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LuNSPOBD. As resign'd 

As Prynne with both his eare off — ^when dead cats 
And rotten eggs play'd round the stumps like meteors. 
The birds that flew, perch'd there. But say the word, 
And, with a score of true, determined men 
That I can lay my hands on, in the Tower 
I '11 have them ere the morning. 

Kino. By-and-by. 

But of the paw no more must now be seen, 
Except the velvet. I will find a way 
To tickle these shy trout. I go to-morrow, 
Alone and unattended. I have call'd 
A Court of Common Council. For the Mayor, 
There 's a knighthood ; for the Sheriffs, I '11 invite 
Myself to banquet with the worst affected. 
You '11 see how I shall turn the tide, and ride 
Upon the top of it. Gq send your runners 
To pass the word on, that our friends be ready.* 
Here — this way out. {Opens paoiel ; ea^^ Lunsford. 

To you (to Dighy) alone I trust my secret'st thought — 
'Tis wherefore I have sent them all away, 
That your sole ears may hear it. You '11 prepare 
Hie several stages of the Queen's departure 
For Holland — thence to Fi*ance. She is possess'd 
Of this my purpose, and prepares for it 
The sacred'st trust a king can give a subject 
Is in your keeping. Go. I hear them coming. {Endt Digby. 
Who waits 1 Hah ! Say ! {Enter Say.) Tell Essex I will meet 
To-day the Council in the Paiuted Chamber. {Exit Say. 



SCENE X. - The Painted Chamber. 

Enter ^'Ktde, Colepeppeb, St. John, Carleton. 

St. John. This haste — ^what *s toward 1 
Carleton. Nay, if you knew that 

You *d wiser be than I. 

Hyde. Why, all of us 

Are in a hurry. In a week we live 
The hist'ry of a year. 

Enter Say. 
Say. Hia Majesty 1 

Enter Kino. 

King. Good even, gentlemen — 
Where 's Falkland ? 

Hyde. On his way. He comes on foot 
Across the park. 
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KiKO. It is mj purpose if 

Your wiadoms go with it. — {£fUer Falkland.) My lord, 
I waj3 about to open mj deaign 
To-morrow to present me to the City, 
AiMi. ratify those pledges that secure 
The subject's rights, the Commons' privilege, 
TLie charters ; I would also calm those fears 
Tlia.t traitors raise to sunder king and people. 
T'^rere ruin to my power to drop th' impeachments, 
^ ^ai^e surrender of th' offending Members. 
^"O-t I would give assurances of mercy 
riiat pardon'd ere it sentenced. How say you ? 

Htde. Though the Prerogative be all-sufficient — 
^ is not politic to gauge its strength 
Save in extremity — Anodus dignus vindice, 

CoLEPBPPER. I *ve been where people buy and sell, or meet 
^•^ hob and nob together. They 're estranged — 
^hall I say disaffected ? — and must be 
5?^laini'd. I know no surer way than as 
Yoor majesty propoBea 

St. John. Touch their hearts, 

-^nd treason vanishes like hoar i' the sun. 

King. My Lord of Falkland, what do you advise % 
Falkland. I have no mind to throw my breath away, 

On counsel that I know will not be follow'd. 

I sought not office. Office sought out me : 

Would it had never found me ! Parliament 

Decrees that for your acts, your Ministers 

Shall be accountable. > The reck'ning made, 

They 're shorter by the head. Who sign'd the warrant 1 

The rest have all resign'd, and where 's the wonder I 

We took the helm when others left the deck. 

And had the captain's pledge he ne'er would change 

The vessel's course without the crew's consent. 

That pledge— what is it worth 1 I '11 not cry peace 

When in the surf I hear the roar o' the breakers 1 

Why was the Commons House deforced % Why were 

Its Members hunted % Why its avenues 

Beleaguer'd by the scum and sediment 

Of this accursed Gomorrah ? Be not blind — 

The City 's lost — ^what 's worse — ^'tis dangerous. 

Whom you 'd impeach of treason, are the flags 

Bound which the nation rallies. When the law 

Is broken, ev'ry citizen whereto 

It stands for land, house, liberty, and life's 

The liegeman of authority. But when 

It break's itself — when its chief magistrate 

Elnows none but his own will — ^be gives the lawless 

Their licence by example. 
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King. What 's o' clock 1 

This sermon scarcely comes within its text. 

Hyde. I was about — using a phrase o* the Courts — 
To call another cause. 

CoLEPEPPEE. Our friend doth preach 

A somewhat prolix homily. This presence 
Suggests a fitter subject. 

Cakleton. Not what's done 

But what there 's now to do, I came to settle. 

Falkland. To know the future, wise men con the past. 
As each returning year the sibyl came, 
She offer'd less — and ask'd a gi^eater price 
For her prophetic books. At last she came 
No more. Oh ! Good my Lord, the warning take ! 
Fate — slighted — offers you her final volume ! 

Kino. Why, Falkland, what's the matter? Dost thoii 
funk? 
But that I know thou Vt as the needle true — 
That, not in darkest night, nor wildest tempest 
Can from its lode-star swerve, I would mistrust, 
No — ^not thy faith — ^but thy mind's healthfulness. 
Take heart of grace, man ! I, that have most to fear, 
Will most show trust. Alone, and unescorted, 
I '11 go among them with my walking-staff. 
I '11 whistle them back — no fear. 

Falkland. And I, my liege, 

My life held in my hand, will share your peril. 
To speak the truth shall never be with me 
Th' excuse to flinch from duty. 

King. Spoken like 

Thy father's son ! But I have other work 
For thee that presses. Lady Falkland — ah ! 
The Queen hath told me all — hath thy Ji/rst care. 
Besides, despatches tell me in thy county 
Sedition works in secret. 

Falkland. Kindly meant. 

And thoughtfully contrived, to give me leave 
To quit the post of danger ; each pretext 
You urge to bid me go, but bids me stay. 

King. Then take this other. Those that I would gain. 
Already enter thee in their proscription list. 
Thou serv'st me best by seeming that you leave me. 
The moon is near the full, and rises late ; 
The coolness of the night invites to horse. 
That champs his bit i' the courtyard, and my wife 
Hath charged me to remember her to thine. 
Nay, then, hath matrimony pall'd thee, thou 'rt so loth 
To turn face homeward 1 

AU, Ha ! ha ! ha ! 
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Hyde. A sHrewd hit. 

Falkland. Since thou wilt jest me forth, I e'en must go. 
My King ! my friends ! may He who shapes our ends 
To His wise issues, guide you ; and this hour 
To-morrow, may your mirth have better cause 
Than I have now ! (Exit, 

King. Ha ! ha ! The very genius of prose. 

Hyde. A hatchment, a memento mori — yea 
An undertaker. 

CoLEPEPPEE. Certainly no mute. 

AIL Ha! ha! ha! 

King. Since our wet blanket 's off, let 's in to supper ; 
The Council is adjourned till nine to-morrow. (Exefmit, 



SCENE XI. — House in Swithin'a Lome, 

Cromwell, Hazelrigg, Hollis, Vane, Strode, Pym discovered. 

Cromwell. I would have shown myself, and bearded him. 
You seek our Members, do you ? There they are ! 
Go take them ! 

Vane. Twas the last thing in his thought 

To get what he did ask. 

Pym. When Fabius 

Hesitated, Rome was saved. If we alarm 
The loyalty of London, we are lost. 

Strode. The fruit when ripe will fall into our lap. 

Hollis. All hold their charters from' the Crown — ^their 
freeholds — 
Each judge and officer his life-rent. 

Enter Hampden. 

Hampden. All is won ! All lost ! 
The poor solatium that the King himself 
Insists upon his ruin. Can it be 
I live to pity him who seeks my life 1 
The coach of state moved silent as a hearse. 
No head uncovered — no hand raised — no voice 
Ventured a feeble cheer. In sullenness 
They let him pass to Guildhall. -As he stood 
To grace the homage of his magistrates, 
A solemn taciturnity replied. 
As if he were chief mourner at a grave. 
How gracious ! How affable ! How homely ! 
He condescended, till one blushed to see 
Majesty so humble, churls so gruff. 
In forlorn hope of popularity — 
The scramble of despair — ^he forced a smile, 
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The mockery of mirth, and with an air 

Of hollow jauntiness, whose dismal spirit 

Stared through its poor disguise, he signified 

His pleasure to accept the courtesy 

The custom of the City had prescribed — 

A banquet with the Sheriffs. Loving subjects 

Never their fealty proved by such a blaze 

Of splendid hospitality. The masters 

Of eVry craft, the traders of each guild, 

The merchant princes, judges in their erpaine, 

The aldermen and councillors enrobed, 

And beauty in its elegant loveliness. 

Brocade and gold ; soft music, dazzling light. 

And wit, and eloquence, and courtly polish — 

All that could make enjoyment exquisite 

Was there. But there, alas 1 enjoyment was not. 

'Twa« aa if prophecy, its future pall 

Cast o'er the present revelry. There sat 

Belshazzar at his feast — ^and there did shimmer, 

In lurid glare, the writing on the wall — 

A sight how terrible ! Before me stood 

A mighty State as an incarnate ruin ! 

Cromwell. He who is self-excused himself accuses. 
He promised, he protested, stood by law — 
Upheld the constitution. Church and State ! 
iNot one who heard him but look'd unbelief. 
He left as he had entered. Sulky mutes. 
More ominous than riot, mock'd his state — 
And sent him to his palace and despair. 

Pym. The City, lost to him, is won for us. 

Vane. The Houses meet to-morrow. A Committee 
Sit at Guildhall, and you that are impeach*d 
Are named as Members. 

Hampden. I 'm a countiyman. 

And early would to bed. I am a-weary 
Of this loug day. The first, I fear, of many 
Will be more weary. Friends, good night. (Exefumi, 



SCENE -KIL—Whitehatt. 

KiNa, Colepbppeb, Hyde, Dioby, Cableton. 

Kino. Since they wiU have it, why, they ahaU, The sword 
Once drawn, see who '11 be first to sheathe it. Have you 
Sent warrants of arrest to all the outports ? 

Cakleton. 1 have, your majesty. 

King. Then forthwith iasoe 

My proclamation. Whoso harbours them. 
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Xnciurs the penalties of treason. What 's the City 1 
It is not England. Let me move my Court 
«^jid Parliament to Oxford, or to York, 
^^nd where 's its trade 1 

Hyde. They Ve made a waiting race ; 

"^^ait you for them. The City, give it time, 
aingpecca/vi. 
Kino. Lunsford, has he seen 

e Templars ) 

DiGBY. They are stealing up the river 

J twos aud threes to Kingston. 
CoLEPEPPER. I could Spare 

he ruffians of Alsatia, and the bullies 
ho haunt the open table. 
King. Not a man ! 

t such a time, no he that wears a sword 
an come amiss. 

Hyde. The Parliament hath moved 

imto the City. 

King. No more Parliaments, 

no more king. The monarchy is older — 
<e if it last not longer. I have sent 
or Rupert — and draw off to Hampton Court, 
hence you will move seals, jewels, archives, muniments, 
d meet me there to-morow. 
Hyde. That will be 

thunder-clap ! 

DiGBY. All England will be stirr'd. 

King. The die is cast. (ExemU, 



SCENE XUL—Bur/ord House, The KM. 

Discovers Falkland, Chillingworth, Lady Falkland. 

Falkland. Once more to find thee under this old roof ! 
^^V'elcome as water-brooks to panting hart ! 

Chujngworth. Wentworth — ^that awful tragedy — and Laud, 
^^y poor old master ! Who can touch the pitch 
Of harlot Home, and still keep undefiled. 

Falkland. Thou 'dst been where he is, had he got his way. 
I have no pity left save for the country. 
Ab, dost thou not remember, you and I, 
As with our fellows in the college groves, 
Or on the Cam, we dreamed away the day — 

How, school'd in learned ignorance, the present . 

"Was swallowed in the past ? How Greece and Rome, J 

Lycurgus, Plato, Brutus, made us all 
Wild young republicans 1 

p 
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Chillinowobth. Oh dvlda Argoa I 

Falkland. Yet, as in hot debate, a Tyranny, 
An Oligarchy, and a Commouwealth 
Had each its advocate, it still was found 
That, tending to excess, they all contain'd 
Hie seeds of their destruction — ^that stability 
Was only to be found in all the three — 
And that to set them each to check the other, 
Was the true Atalantis and Utopia. 

Chillingwobth. That which was but our dream — is it not n 
Our waking certainty 1 These three Estates 
Are but the parable of this our England. 

Falkland. Through stormful war, and plot, and martyrdo 
Kack, dungeon, axe, attainder, did our fathers. 
Hero, and saint, and sage, deliver to us 
In statute, custom, charter, and precedent. 
This noble trust — an equal-balanced State. 
Ask our chief magistrate where is it now. 

Chillingwobth. I came not here to search for it, but th 
And our dear hostess^ and my playfellows. 

Lady Falkland, Ever a welcome guest — now doul 
welcome. 
I know not whence the shadow comes, that casts 
Its frown on Lucius. A broken sleep, 
A moody silence, sighs as deep and long 
As the west wind in autumn^ that sobs out 
The dying year — an appetite we tempt 
With all the skill we have 

Falkland. Who is 't sends cooks % 

WTiy, Edith, thou 'It reduce me to a scarecrow. 
If thou 'rt my portrait-painter ! 

Lady Falkland. Title, Court, 

The hollow flattery of dizzy greatness, 
Wealth that we cannot spend — would that we ne'er 
Had seen them 1 

Chillingwobth. Not a pin 's to choose between you. 
I 'm a 'scaped lunatic from the great world's bedlam, 
To spend a lucid interval with nature, 
And reckon up old times, and conjure back 
The days that, in our youth, we 've spent together. 
I '11 hear no more that 's dismal. Let 's to horse ; 
Or shall we try the hawks % I well remember 
The sport thou most affected — ^with thy rod, 
Beside some lonesome pool, below the fall, 
Whose murmuring continuous monotone 
Invited contemplation. To the forest ! 
Start the wood-pigeon from her nest, or set 
The rooks and ravens cawing. Where 's the youngster 1 
I *11 warrant me he knows where nuts are plenty, 
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And there are nests to luurry. Aye;, and mind jon. 
The larder must be looked to— nothing like 
The tiiickets for an aj^petite. 

LiABT Falklakdl I>ear frigid, 

X ^w^oold thoa ne'er shonld'st lea^e ns. Thy finank Toice 
X>oth ghulden all who hear, like Hope a-tip-toe. 
I^y presence wakes the house to cheerfolness, 
^lythe as hrown health disporting 'mongst the hay. 
Or mirth that goes a-maying ! 

Ohillihgwobth. Dost hear that f 

Sparks — ^Jight — a flama A gay yonng spark like me. 
-^rt not afraid I Friend, look you to 't, and mark me^ 
^^o hint of this to Mrs. ChiUingworth ! 

XiAJ>T FaIiKLAKD. Why didst not bring her with theef 
Chtlungwobth. Hum — her heart *8 

-I^' tlie ^wasbtuby and besides, she 's twins to nnrse. 
^^oreover, why mayn't I indulge the dream, 
^That I am still a gay young bachelor f 

IiAJ>Y Falkland. Sweeter 's thy waking bliss, thou hypocrite ! 
Pajlkland. I mark'd a passage in the Fathers William — 
Chillingworth. Fathers or mothers either ! I '11 no books I 
^^e stuff our minds with thoughts of other thinkers 
|y this our reading hunger, till none 's left 
e call our own I hold with Antonine — 
! How I play the pedant ! Stealing brains 
'o fill my empty head ! 
VaJjKLASJ). What noise is that 

'the courtyard ? 

UlADY Falkland. Can it be that he hath left? 
^white horse and a beaver ? Sure 'tis Bruce ! 
^Falkland. Hah! Quit bis post? Nay, then, the game's a-foot. 

(Enter Bruce, tra/od-toam and soiled, 
greet thee home — yet in thy face I read 
"vvrit whereof I'm loth to break the seal. 
IBruce. I pray you, lady, pardon the rude guise 
.,^iist spare a toUet. I have that to say 
^^J^liich, till it be delivered, forces me 
-*^c^ scant my courtesies. 

^^^IE'alkland. Ope, Tantalus, thy lid ! 

^^ere it Pandora's box, let all thy plagues out ! 

Bruce. The King, who was to bow and smile the City 
■B^^k into loyalty again, but met 
•^ Pascal multitude that mntter'd treason — 
A frosty hospitality, as heartless 
Aa a fat abbot's, when the border reiveis 
Som on his ample larder — and black looks 
■^^^akas the Arctic Circle. As for his — 
H-ci-w shall I e'or forget that ghastly air 
^^ hollow confidence — ^the solemn awe 
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That strikes the thoughtful, as before them stands 
Crown'd majesty a wreck ! 

Lady Falkland. Oh, what is greatness ? — 

A burden and a curse ! 

Falkland. On, on ! Tell all I — 

And yet I would you had no more to tell. 
What you have said, unsay. 

Bruce. Four thousand horsemen, 

The freeholders of Buckingham, rode up 
To guard their Knight o' the Shire. The sun-lit Thames, 
From shore to shore, made holiday, and fluttered 
With flags and pennons. Fleets and barges, arm'd, 
Convoy 'd th' impeachM Members, who, 'mid cheers 
That deafen'd and defied — a Boman triumph, 
The triumph of democracy — were welcomed 
Back to their House — all standing and uncovered. 
By land the City bands with trusty Skippon • 
March'd — the first soldiers of the Parliament. 

Falkland. Oh ! ruin ! 

Bruce. With the crowd I ventured down 

To see the issue. As we pass'd Whitehall, . 
The rabble hooted, and with ruffian jeers 
Halloo'd, " Where is the King ? " *T was then that first 
I knew that he had fled. 

Falkland. Why was I bom ? 

Or, if condemned to life, why born to greatness ? 

Bruce. The Queen has left, and ta'en the jewels with her. 

Falkland. On this poor State — wrath's vials, how they fall ! 
All England flies asunder — civil war 
Above the troubled waters — waters of bitterness — 
TJprears the Gorgon head — a head how hideous ! 
The right arm draws the sword, to cut the left 
Off at the elbow. Ev*ry blow strikes down 
A brother. 

Ladt Falkland. As to neither thou canst turn 
But to destroy his fellow, shun them both. 

Falkland. An oath — my oath. I 'm sworn o' the Privy 
Council. 
I am a Minister — a bearer of 
The inner secrets of the Cabinet — 
A peer — and by my order boiind to stand. 
Oh, mystery of fate ! I took his service 
That I might save my country. See the end ! 

Bruce. In civil broil, where both may be i' the wrong, 
What call of duty prompts to side with either ? 

Falkland. An Englishman — his house on fire — and skulk ! — 
A peer — and when the State 's i' the throes of death, 
Sneaks behind pro and con — a politic arbiter — 
To see which way the cat jumps ! — ^who should guide 



Scene XIII.] falklakd. 6& 

TThe issues of his country, wait to guess 

"^hat turn the wheel of fortune tsies, and then 

IBe sycophant to him who wins the prizes ! 

Enter aervomt. 

Servant. My lord, a stranger — ^travel-stain'd, his face 
^onceal'd in cloak and beaver, and his horse 
.Koad-beaten — urges instant speech with you. 

Falkland. Admit him. {Exit servant) What new evil 
hastes to meet 
^Jhe last 1 (Enter Digby, disguised!) Sir, you would speak 

with me — discover. 

""Why, Digby ! 

Digby. Hush ! In private I would borrow 
'our ear for weighty tidings. 
Falkland. Here my friends 

^Are yours. I think you know my Lady Falkland. 

Digby. Where homage most is due, this weary time 
ZDoth find me scant of courtesy. My lady, 
Zl fear what more I have to say, will scarce 
Commend my manners to you. My dear lord, 
HI come to take you where the King expects 
•our presence, and your counsel. I must leave 
Ty horse with you, and borrow yours. The way 
ZI will beguile with such a chronicle 
_^0f what hath chanced since you and I last met, 

"Will make the road seem longer to our nags 
Vi'h an to their riders. What remains of day 
^ill scarcely light us to our journey's end. 
wait your instant company. 
Lady Falkland. He shall not I 

[ore days the month can reckon that our infant. 
^ am too weak a nurse to bear the parting. 
—Ah, Lucius ! canst thou find it in thy heart 
^0 soon to leave me 1 Oh, my lord (to Digby), have pity I 
Already care doth canker his poor heart, 
^nd score its ugly wrinkles on his brow. 
Be '11 pine, and when he droops, who 's by to cheer him 1 
Ihe children, Lucius^ in this lonesome house, 
When thou *rt away — who will be here to help us ? 
Marauders from the camp of either side-— 
Kuffians from neither, when the laws are weak, 
By reason of disown'd authority — 
Oh ! father 1 husband ! — nay, I *11 not let thee go I 

Falkland. My love ! my very life ! on thy poor mate, 
Lay not a burden he 's too weak to bear ! 
Death, that must come to all, will come to me, 
But not before He calls, without whose word, 
Not ev'n a 8parix)w falleth. The young masteri 
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The darling of my soul — ^hope of my house — 
Wouldst have him heir a living death ? —a scutcheon 
Blurred with his father's shame — ^and sneer'd to scorn 
By all his peers ? 

Lady Falkland. What *s honour, title, life, 
Without thee, who art all of them to me ! 
What 's home without dear love, that makes it home! 
My little ones — ^my heart-strings — what are they. 
Without thine arms to clip us all about — 
Our comfort and our shelter I 

Falkland. ' Edith! Wife! 

Lady Falkland. A week — ^but stay a week — but till my soul 
Can break it to my heart. Nay, then, a day ; 
I plead but for one day — ^till I can gather 
My poor distracted wits about me. {To Dighy) Go ! 
And leave him to me. I wUl send him after. 

DiGBY. The hour has come when, with him or without, 
I must to horse. 

Falkland. And I, if 'twere to ride into the gulf 
The Roman leapt, must follow. One last kiss — 
And this, and this, for each dear pledge I leave 
With mother in my nest ! 

Lady Falkland. I Ve got thee, Lucius, 

And I will keep thee, Not Bellona's bolt 
Shall tear us 'sunder. Where you go, go L 
Nay, struggle not ! Love's arms are stronger than 
The power would rive thee from me. 

{They struggle ; she swoons, 

Falkland. To thee {Bruce) who hast through all our care 
and sorrow 
Proved worthy of our trust, I leave the ward 
Of all on earth I live for. Let 's away 
While man enough is left me, and this sight 
Leaves my poor wits still sane. I '11 come or send 
Before another sunset. Friends, farewell 1 {ExevM. 



ACT V. 



SCENE. I. — Royal Gamp near Worcester, 

ErU&rfrom a tenf Prince Rupert, Carnarvon, Newark, 

Peppercull. 

Rupert. I made 'em skip ! Lord, how the rogues did run ! 
Peppercull. Ha ! ha ! I pepper'd 'em. A sniv'ling rascal 
Raised, as I cut hun. down, the hundredth psalm, — 
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So villanously out of tune, 'twas time 
To stop his music. 

Newark. Thou hast open'd, Prince, 

The way to London. 

Rupert. Here comes Sulky. {Unf^er Falkland.) 

Well 1 
Another homily 1 The sword o' the spirit — eh 1 

Falkland. This breach 'twixt King and people — ^yawns it not 
Enough already 1 With our countrymen 
We war, not savages. No quarter — plunder — arson — 
Is that the way to peace or to allegiance ] 
Are English soldiers highwaymen and burglars. 
Fire-raisers, petty larceners, from whom 
A hen-roost is not safe ? The million who 
Now waver which to chuse, or King or Commons — 
Is this the way to win them to the Crown 1 

Rupert. Pah ! Take your sermon to the Roundheads — 
damn 'em. 
Who '11 risk their skins in war except for booty ? 
A pox on Puritans ! Let me but catch 'em, 
I'll smite them hip and thigh — is that the text ? 
Or under the fifth rib. I can cap Scripture 
With e'er a saint among 'em. 

Peppercull. 'Gad, our fellows 

For once were thrifty — saved a pris'ner's guard, 
And eke their rations. When they cried for quarter, 
Cut them in four, 

Rupert. How can you make men fight 

Unless you let them plunder 1 Didn't Moses 
Spoil the Egyptians 1 Ha ! ha 1 Have you there ! 

JSnter Sergeant Troy. 

Sergeant Troy. The King desires your presence, gentlemen* 

Falkland. Him I will ask if ribaldry be wit. 

Rupert. And I 

Will stop your clack, by asking you to take 
A walk, at change of guard, beyond the camp — 
You understand me 1 

Caernarvon. Gentlemen, come in. 

Prince, this is breach of discipline. 

Rupert. I '11 breech him I 

Ne'er -a he wears a head shall lecture me I 
Prince takes his orders but from royalty. 
Let discipline be damn'd ! 

Newark. The King waits for us ; 

Come, without more ado. 

Falkland. A trooper's bluster 's 

Best answer'd when he 's sober. Let us in. 

(Exewnt aU hU Pepperoull- 
whom enter Fablbt. 
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Feppebcull. What ! scaped ! I saw them take thee, when 
thy mare 
Had slipp'd her shoulder. 

Farley. Next to brandy, Captain, 

There 's nought like true religion. Saiuts, when hungry. 
Make cold meat of malignants. As they shut 
Their eyes to say grace over me, I ran. 
And here I am. That I call saving faith ! 

Enter {scouring his scabbard) Bunce, who sings. 

BuKCE. " There are three steeds in my father's stable " — 

I thought the world had been rid of thee, Farley ; 
You are too good to live — and yet I '11 warrant 
Thou It ne'er be drown'd. 

Farley. What ! sober ! and at mid-day ! 

I 'gin to doubt thy principles, and yet 
You '11 scarcely take the side that has no liquor.^ 

BuNCE. (Sings. 

" There are three steeds in my father's stable, 

They prick their ears when fchey hear the hounds ; 
And my true love is a clever woman. 

But what could ever keep me in bounds ? " 

There, canst cap that, thou sour conventicler 1 

" For I 'm always drunk, and I 'm seldom sober ; 
I am a rover in every degree ; 
I 'm always drinking, and never thinking 
How I shall gain my true love's companee." 

You talk of principles — that 'a orthodox ! 

Enter Sharp, Dunstable, a^d Cleveland. 

Cleveland. The tents not struck— and London open to us ! 

Pepperoxjll. An old wife rules. Let Rupert have his head 
We 'd be in Guildhall now, 

DuKSTABLB. When first our flag 

Was hoist at Nottingham, it fell — that was an omen ! 
Let us but at 'em, ne'er a one of us 
Would stop to count a dozen. 

Sharp. This good razor (sword) 

Shaved three. 

Farley. My rear rank man with Serjeant Hill 
Sent Ave to kingdom come. 

Dunstable. Lord, what a sack 

The Mint would make I — the goldsmiths' shops in Cheap ! — 
The mercers' in the Poultry ! 

BuNCE. Base mechanicals ! 

Think o' the Vintry 1 Sack 1 Sherris sack, and bmndy ! 

Cleveland, The petticoats, you costermonger knaves ! 
The City madams' top-knots. By Saint Ant'ny ! 
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Scouts hv/rry in. 

First Scout. Where is Sir Jacob Astley % {Runs out 

Second Scout. Where 's the Prince ? 

Peppercull. He 's with the King there. {Runs into the tent. 

What's ado ? Another ? 
Third Scout. -Strike tents — ^the guard 's driv'n in. 
Farley. Has Essex caught ns ? 

I '11 out and see. {Exit. 

Enter Rupert cmd Falkland from tent 

Rupert. These rascals — damn *em— always drunk! I'll 
have 'em 
Shot at the drum-head. 

Falkland. Go you to the front. 

Look to the King. The rear I '11 hiu'ry up, 
And hold the lane an hour against ten thousand ! 

Rupert. Good luck go with ye ! {Exevm^t severally, 

{Troops go hwrriedly across the stage ; 
tents are taken up. 

Enter Astley. 

Astley. Here, Peppercull ! Go you to Banbury ! 
Bid Rivers b(^ng the guns up. {Exit Astley. 

Peppercull. Sharp, you know 

The county. As for me, an inch o' the way 
I know not. 

Sharp. I have other fish to fry. {Exit 

Dunstable. 1' faith a very fire-eater ! Would add 
A champion of England to the seven. 

Peppercull. Hah ! You can pilot me to Banbury. 

Dunstable. My horse ! Lposed from his hobbles ! Stop ! 
He 'U kick 
Your brains out. (Dunstable runs out 

Cleveland. My poor father — so they write 
From home — ^if I would wish once more to see him 
Before he dies, I must make haste ; 'tis pity 
Just at this time, when I 'd have liked to flog 
These sniv'ling dogs j but nature will have way. 

{Pretends to weep, and eodt 

BuNCE. Honour thy father that thy days be long — 
Of all commands are in the Decalogue 
Which hath he ere observed 1 

{Noise uritlumt. Soldiers march across 
the stage ; others confusedly, 

BuNCE. Nay, then, have with you. {Runs out, 

Peppercull. Devil take the hindmost. {Runs out 

Cleveland. Cowardly curs ! 

{Wcdks pompously ; then runs. 
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SCENE IL—Cam(mdge. The casUe. 

Discovers Obomwell, Hampden, HAZELRiao, Hollis, Yane, 

cmd Pym. 

Cromwell. All night our troopers travell'd. We came hero 
Just in the nick to save the magazine, 
And seize the plate o' the University. 

What, Tomkins ! {Enter orderly.) To Lord Grey {gives letter) — 
an answer — speedy. {Exit Tomkins. 

Ho, corporal ! {Enter corporal,) Send the lieutenant here. {Exit. 
{Enter lieutencmt.) Hah ! Jarvis, certain proofs have come to me 
That Barnard at Huntingdon — you know — the Justice — 
Is at his tricks again. Take half a troop, 
And quarter them upon him. At my leisure 
He '11 have my reasons. As you pass my stable, 
Look at my mare^the girth has nipt her withers. {Eant lieutenant, 

Hampden. My kinsman, your young cornet, had his horse, 
I hear, shot under him at Edgehill fight. 

Hazelbigg. Some runaways spread news that all was lost. 

Cbomwell. That 's lost that is not gain'd, and foUow'd up. 

Hampden. I urged renewal of the battle. On% 
Home blow, had ended both the King and war. 

HoLLis. What are raw levies but a huddled mob 1 
The men who have smelt powder serve tke King. 
Huny, Balfour, and Dalbier, train'd to war, 
Counseird delay, till drill and discipline 
Should turn recruits to soldiers. 

Cbomwell. There's the cant 

Of martinets. We had no standing army 
When we paid back the Conquest, and at Cressy 
And Agincourt made France an English province. 
Persian automata — ^war machines — 
Precise as clockwork — by millions numbered — 
Scattered like smoke before a Grecian handful 
Fighting for home and country. So are we. 

HIampden. Stipendiary satraps, to whom war 's 
A trade, and drill the art that perfects it, 
Sneer at the raw recruit who volunteers 
Pro a/ns et pro fods. Yet what age 
Has ever seen the stolid mercenary 
Prevail against the patriot ] 

Cbomwell. 'Tis not 

The discipline that makes the soldier, but 
The willing spirit of obedience. 
That springs from virtue and intelligence. 
Commanders, too, like poets, are not made, 
But born. Town 'prentices, discarded serving men, 
And worn-out tapsters — ^an Adullam's cave — 
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Are hindrances, not help, how train'd soever. 
A just man, fearing God — that 's my soldier. 
What is 't hath made the Swede the arhiter 
Of Europe % — Pure religion. Al Koran, 
That bears the Crescent over half the globe 
A conqueror — shalt shame the Word of Godi 
He that is earnest, ev'n in what 's untrue. 
Is stronger than the truth with cold assent 
But half believed. Error devoutly held 's 
The truth to him. The pagan Turk — shall he 
Outdo the soldier of the Cross, that bears 
The Bible at his saddle-bow, and trusts 
rthe Lord of Hosts ] 

Pym, 'Tis faith removes the mountains ; 

Who doubts stands still. The ass starved 'twixt her bundles. 
Who 'd move mankind himself must be resolved. 

HoLLis. Such Scripture-chopping as of late *s the fashion 
Serves but for godly crotchets. 

Hazelrigg. Pious troopers — 

Doth not the phrase sound odd 1 To slit a weasand, 
And let a sinner's soul out — pray and fight — 
Sing psalms, and then cut throats — ^that *s queer religion ? 

Yane. If this fit lasts, we '11 have an Anabaptist 
Disown a Brownist captain, and a troop 
Of horse, when they have made a Sabbath's journey, 
Halt short, and sing a hymn. We '11 have courts-martial 
On heresy, and every tender conscience 
Will claim to be a law unto itself. 

HoLLis. A camp of fanatics and hypocrites ! 

Cromwell. To drink, and drab, and swear — to rob and 
ravish — 
A graduate in ev'ry school of vice- 
That 's Rupert's way, and yours, to make a soldier : 
Take his way, or your own, and I '11 take mine. 
My Ironsides, when next we come to grips, 
See which will run — ^the godly or the graceless. 
I look'd not for a sneer when I did broach 
The root o' the matter ; but I bide my time. 

Hampden. To-night I make for Wycombe, and to-morrow 
My tenants meet at Chalgrove for their drill. 
I like thy notion. Gentlemen, a challenge — 
Bible or brandy — which ] I '11 back the Christian 
'Gainst your swashbuckler — aye, and give you odds. 

(Enter orderly with letter to Cromwell. 

Cromwell. Hoh I Trooper Rupert's work ! The King 
advances. 
Hampden, take horse, and Hollis you are wanted ; 
"Your regiment 's at Brentford. Hah ! I see ! 
He aims at your artillery, and moves 
To awe the City. 
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Hampden. I 've relays of horses. 

The moon 's at full. I '11 be at Acton Hill 
Before she sets. Come, HoUis — ^to the road ! 

HoLLis. My friends, good day. {JExeurU. 

SCENE Ul.—Bv/rford Home. The garden. 
Lady Falkland enters from the summer hoTise. 

Lady Falkland. The hoar-frost, earlier than the laggard sun, 
Kills all tho mid-day blossom. 'Tis not dew 
That trembles on the opening lily's eyelids, 
But tears, that shed their drops on the withered year. 
Lone Philomel, that from yond bough was wont 
To fill the night with his sweet canzonet. 
His tuneful tribute pays to other ears. 
'Tis summer — but the swallow comes no more. 
Far in the sky the lark his descant pours j 
But he that made the music of my nest, 
I listen for his madrigal in vain. 
O love, that art so sweet ! why art so frail ? 

hearts that are so fond ! O eyes that look 
Into each other's depths, and there find heav'n — 

Why should fchey ever meet if they must part ? (Enter Bauce. 

Tell me there is some hope : thy messenger — 

Has he retum'd ? The spy thou wert to fee, 

To dodge the sent'nels through the enemy's lines — 

Hath he reach'd Lucius safely % In thy looks 

1 read both hope and help. 

Bruce. Ah, time and space. 

The sordid measures of our daily life, 
Shrink not from hours to minutes, miles to paces. 
At our request. Be patient. In good time 
I doubt not of good tidings. Cheer thee up. 
Ere dawn the children call'd me, and have wash'd 
Their damask in the dew. The lads and lasses. 
All in their gayest, round the May-pole dance. 
And wonder what hath kept you. The May-queen, 
Fair as the chaplet on her brow — ^pure as 
The scarce-blown lily — fresh as morning — 
Beigus on the village green, and asks your homage. 

Lady Falkland. Let them sleep out their dream I The 
sober mirth 
Of green old age — the jocund laugh of youth — 
The brimming joy that screams its shrill delight 
In sportful infancy — ^too soon — oh ! all too soon. 
The vision fades away. The rolling year 
Already hastens to another May — 
Whose dew, when young, I gather'd with my love — 
Ere that returns, I shudder to conceive 
The liideous phantasma ! Broken hearts, 
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Fair heads laid low— wrecked homes— gaunt misery — 

The idle glebe forsaken by the farmer — 

The bankrupt merchant — ^my poor honest neighbours ! 

Like the glad crew, when not a ripple stirs 

The mirror sea, and in the speckless sky 

Gay Phoebus holds serene his cloudless state, 

They reck not of the storm that comes to-morrow. 

But I, who see the plague spot in the blue. 

And hear the mutter of the hurricane — 

To stalk, a warning spectre, in their midst, 

Would, like the prophetess of evil, kill 

Their present mirth, nor save their future woe. 

Bruce. Thy sombre vein reflects too hopelessly 
The time ; but since thy clouded spirit shrinks 
From mingling in the mirth you cannot share, 
'Twere best thy gloom withheld its shadow from them. 
The absent lord may by his steward hold 
His manor court. The copyholders wait. 
When fines and quit-rents have been duly reckon'd, 
I '11 straight return. 

Lady Falkland. To all my kindly greeting. {Exeunt. 



SCENE IV.— 2%e ga/rden of the same. 

Enter Bunce, Fakley, Peppercull, Dunstable, Pipes, 
Sharp — aM flustered with Uqvor. 

Bunce. W ho *s house ? 

Farley. Some rascal Boundhead's. How 

these rogues 
Who pray and snivel texts, with holy unction. 
Make snug with creature comforts. 

Sharp. Any brandy % 
Since our sharp run from Beading 

Peppercull. Run from Beading ! 

No ! — Soldiers, in one sense, d* ye mind me, run. 
When from one place they march upon another. 
Betreat from Beading was but the grand advance 
Of veterans on London. 

Dunstable. When we go 

A-hectoring 'mong bumpkins at a fair. 
That is the way to put it ; but 'mong friends 
Who straggle after war, but at its skirts. 
The biggest fool is he who stands to fight 
For sixpence — when, by keeping a whole skin, 
And isn't over nice, his heels may earn him 
A treasure-trove from some dead hero's pockets. 

BiiNCB. Bah ! Treasure-trove ! A vile attorney phrase, 
Fit for a lawyer's clerk. For men of action 
Spoil or plunder 's the co-relative of war. 
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Fablet. Excuse him ; lie hath learnt th' art military 
r the Low Countries. 

Sharp. I say brandy. Where's the door % 

Pipes. Damn your fine phrases. What does 't signify ? 
WTio cares what name you rob by ? Steal or plunder, 
I *11 have what 's to be had. Come, let 's go in ? 

Peppercull. The coast is clear. Had there been men about. 
They 'd challenged us already. {Exefvmt into the hotise. 



SCENE Y.—The haU. Enter Lady Falkland. 

Lady Falkland. I heard deep voices. Lucius — can it be ? 

/ {Rings. 
Enter Lucy. 

Lucy. Oh, madam, such strange men have forced the door ! 
They wear the royal uniform ; but their looks 
Discredit any cause they own as master. 

Lady Falkland. Where are the children 1 

Lucy. At the May-pole, madam. 

Lady Falkland. Send for the steward. Call the servants in. 
The stragglers from the camp that follow war 
But to avoid its dangers and to rob 

Enter Bunce, and the rest. 

Bunce. The house is fair enough. H-m. Wliere 's the butler ? 

Peppercull. Ha ! Beauty needs no art to set it off. 
Those ear-rings now, and that bright topaz set 
With emeralds — what need hast thou of these 
To hide thy charms ? 

Farley. Come to the point at once. 

Where are your jewels ? 

Dunstable. -^.ye, and where 's your brandy % 

Lady Falkland. Go — ^bid the butler show the cellar to 
them. 

Dunstable. Stop — take me with thee — I am sore arthirst. 

(EammtJjVCY and Dunstable. 

Pipes. We come not here for nothing. Out with it ! 
Your purse, or 

Lady Falkland. Sirs, my husband 's your commander. 

Bunce. Fob ! D — n your husband ! Without more ado, 
Your jewel-case and money-box ! 

Sharp. And brandy ! 

Peppercull. Beauty and booty — that 's the art of war ! 

Lady Falkland. Man !— -come not nearer ! I will send 
you what 
You search for. (*S'^ recedes. 

Peppercull. Sure a dame in her own right 
Should have an escort 1 {She recedes Jiirther. 

Farley. Nay, you do not gull 
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Old hands with chaff — Deliver ! D' ye hear ? 
Else here 's a dog (pistol) will bark ! (Seizes her arm. 

Lady Falkland ! Unhand me ! Help ! 

BuNCE. No more o' that ; or I '11 put daylight through you. 
Ladt Falkland. Avoid thee, ruffian ! Gracious heavens ! 
Save me ! 
Ho ! Bruce 1 What, Primrose ! Help ! (She rushes tmt. 

Peppercull. The devil stop her clack ! She '11 raise the 
village! 
You, Farley, give her something more to screech for. 

(Exit Fasley» 

I '11 to the strong-room. (Exit 

Shabp. To the cellar, I. (ExU. 

(Exeunt aU but Peppercull. 

Peppercull. The drunken rascals — they'll bring justice on 

us. (A scream. 

Gag her, you sots ! (Report of a pistol — am>ther screamh.) The 

bunglers will spoil alL Eodt hurriedly. 

Enter troop of dragoons. Officer. 

Officer. A double file i* the courtyard. Scour the garden. 
You, Lant and Lightfoot, search the house (eoceunt) — and you 
Stand sentry at the gateway. (Exit.) Didst thou hear 
A shot, and then a scream 1 They 're not all women. 
A heavy tread, a deep growl, and an oath ; 
Then, all at once, so still ! In Burford Street 
The rear-guard halted for the Colonel's bugle. 
Hark ! He hath pick'd us up. I know his tramp 
Among a thousand. Soldiers, Attention 1 

Enter Cromwell. 

Cromwell. Well 1 

Officer. We 've just arrived ; our men are on the scent. 

Cromwell. Anything ? 

Officer. I know not what ; but something. 

(Bruce rushes in, 

Bruce. O heaven ! earth ! That I have lived to see 
This cursed day ! 

Cbomwell. God made it, and made thee, 

To thank him for it, not blaspheme the gift 
Of life he gave thee. 

Bruce. Hath he not cursed the ground 
From which we came, to which we go, because 
Of human wickedness ! My angel mistress ! 
My beautifiil ! whose spotless soul no more 
Shall know us here for ever ! My poor Lord 

Cromwell. Unfold thyself. I would not willingly 
'Bate thee of griefs poor privilege of words ; 
But time with me doth press— the public time. 
Thy sorrow fresh — ^the caiise must needs be urgent. 
What lord J 
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Bruoe. Lord Falkland — ^and his lady murdered. 
How can I ever look thee in the face ? 
How canst thou hear the horror I 've to tell 
And live, or let me live ? 

Cromwell. An arch-malignant, 

But a noble one. A lady, whom to lose 
Doth dwarf all other losses. Lackland ? 

Officer. Sir? 

Cromwell. Search me the house, and bring the inmates 
hither. (Mcit officer. 

And now, in brief, impart. 

Bruce. I did but leave 

The mansion for the May-pole with her children. 
She stood where thou dost. Oh, that heavenly look ! 
All grace, all loveliness, all heart — and crowning all, 
Sedate intelligence — a passionless 
Minerva ! And to think in one brief hour 
Her Juno eyes no more their thoughtful mildness 
Will cast on earth ! Her waving tresses all 
Bedabbled in her gore—- oh ! I '11 go mad ! 

{Enter officer with Bunce, Farlet, Peppercull, 
Dunstable, Pipes, Sharp. 
Monsters ! What have you done % 

Cromwell. The ragged wolves 
And mangy cm^ that hang upon the skirts 
Of war to gorge the ofiGsd. Jacob Salt 
Tell off to shrive them ; he hath gifts of pray*r. 
Ten minutes. Put them up against the wall 

Peppercull. Noble captain ! 

Bunce. I 'm a Puritan ! 

Sharp. And I 

No cavalier ! 

Farlet. We did but spoil Egyptians 
For the Parliament. 

Cromwell. A minute of the ten 

Is gone. If thy poor soul hath saving grace, 
Repent thee now. 

Dunstable. An hour. But one short hour. 

Cromwell. Poor reprobate ? there 's hope ev'n for the chief 
Of sinners — so for thee. 

Sharp. I would have time 

To make my peace 

Cromwell. Thou gavest none to her. — 

The penitent thief was saved at his twelfth hour. 

Peppercull. A priest, to shrive 

Cromwell. Begone ! {stamps)* The pioneers 

Will dig a pit. {Exeunt all hut Cromwell and Bruce. 

Where wouldst thou have them buried 1 

Bruce. I am unfit to think. My wits have left me. 
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Cboh WELL. It matters not ; the estate is sequestrate. 
The Lord excluded from the general pardon. 
Bring me to pens and ink. I '11 leave a safe 
Protection for thee. See with all due honour 
Thy most sweet mistress render'd to her dust — 
My purse shall frank thee. Do not stint the rites. 

Bruce. Her obsequies are in the grief and tears 
Of all who knew her. Tenant, friend, and neighbour — 
No heart but will wear mourning. HeaVuly saint ! 
How gladly would I call thee back to life 
By laying down mine own ! 

Obomwell. Were this life all 

The life there is, how little is 't worth living ? 
And if there be another, who would wish 
From their serene immortal rest, to call 
Their loved and lost again to this poor strife 
Of struggling mortality. {Sound of musketry,) Soh 1 All 's over. 
My marksmen seldom miss, so pain is short. 
Thou spok'st of children — mother gone — and father 
That may no more come to the orphan'd nest. 
ITie pretty little linnets that all day 
Look for her breast that comforts them no more, 
And hearken for the song that brought them food. 
But sings no more for ever ! Bah ! my bowels 
Of pity I must keep for well-earn*d peace ! 
When will it come ] {Enter officer.) Hast found enough of 
corn? 

Officer. The granary can feed us for a month. 

Cromwell. The farrier must look to all the shoes ; 
We Ve ridden hard and far. Detail a score 
The trustiest — ^to quarter here — ^be civil. 

This is no place {to Bruce) for children. Take them with you. 
Some tenant or old neighbour will receive you. 
And now, good Lackland, be my commissary, 
For man and horse are empty. To the larder. 

Officer. It waits you, sir, as doth a generous cellar. 

Cromwell. Why then, fall to. C Exeunt, 

SCENE VI. — Boyal camp nea/r J^ewhury, Emg^s tent. 

King, Eupert, Carnarvon, Falkland, Lord Kingston, 
Henry Lord Wilmot, Prince Maurice, Lord Hertford. 

The King. Call in the horse ; we are well posted ; see. 
Our left flank 's on the ridge. No straggling. Rupert, 
When did your thieves last answer to the roll-call ? 

KuPERT. When they had last to flght. Not one then missing. 

Maurice. He has you there 1 

Falkland. To charge, they keep dose order ^ 

G 
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Bat when the enemy is overborne, 

The gain is lost, by scattering to plander. 

BuPEPT. A preaching Roundhead in cavalier's beaver i 
Go to old Noll — or pig with Quaker Essex ! 

KiNQ. We 've enemies enow ; void your spare rhenm 
On them. 

Cabnabvon. a bnzz runs throngh the camp that Hampcleii 
Hath his last rations served 

King. What, dead I 

Falkland. O war, 

How greedy art of worth ! 

King. A heavy blow 

To England, and to me a public loss. 
With Mr. Hampden dies the hope of peace. 

Falkland. Oh, say not so ! Peace — was there e'er a bad one ? 
Strife — hath it ever — can it come to good ? 

Rupert* The same thumVd homily. Bethink thee, man. 
Thou 'rt one of the proscribed ? Dost know that peace 
Would hang thee 1 

Falkland. If it come not, I care not how soon { 

Carnarvon. WTiat 's yonder in the valley f See, a cloud 
Of dust that nearer comes ! Our scouts — ^where are they ? 

Enter officer. 

Officer. Essex is on the way, and threatens battle. 

Hertford. We have the choice of ground ; and for defence 
What better. 

King. To your several divisions. 

Feed your men well, to put them in good heart 
Against the morrow. Gentlemen, good day I {ExeunL 

Another part of the ca/mp. Falkland ; to hvm, a comtt. 

Cornet. I came to meet you, sir. A stranger waits, 
I think, from Burford. He is in your tent. 

Falkland. From home ? — on eve of battle. Very welcome. 
See to my horse — call my division out. 
In half an hour I '11 be with it and you. (Enters hia tent. 

SCENE YIL— Tent. 

Bruoe seated ; to him enter Falkland. 

Falkland. Of all men else, thee I would pray to meet^ 
And to the very minute I would have thee. 
Thy very look is home, rest, and content. 
What pretty messages come with thee ! Ground thy knapsack I 
My wife, my little rogues, and Hal — I *11 bate 
No tittle of thy budget. How 's the garden — 
The old roan mare — the cows 1 I see them standing 
Up to their udders i' the cool noontide pool 
Under the shading willow — and the ewes 
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ailing their lambs to ease their dripping teats — 
L dream of peace I would wrap round mj soul 
hi battle's eve. My taciturn shepherd^ — 
lis dame, so buxom, talkative, and blitJie— 
Che gossip of the smithy — ^tell me all — 
The trivial'st that will bring the vision to me. 
Xiook not so grave ! Tis an old trick with me— 
'M.y spirits rise, intoxicate with danger, 
^hat^ man ! 'tis not thou art to fight to-morrow 1 

B&ucs (aside). Would that it were, so that I might scape thee ! 

Falkland. Hast ta'en the fever of the camp already f 
1 11 send thee far from hence before to-morrow. 
Thou art my house's sentinel — that guard, 
And thou dost aU thy duty. Well — my letter — 
My love letter. By this time, too, my younker 
Can scrawl his pot-hooks. Empty thy big wallet. 
Art travel-tired? Here, pledge me (pour^ mna). Art thou dumb! 

Bruce. Would that I were — and blind ! 

Falkland. No more suspense ! 

Ha ! ha I A plot with Edith to surprise me. 
Out with it I Tis no time for tricks. Still mute ! 
Thy mystery I '11 throttle out of thee. 
My girls ? — Speak ! My heir 1 1 '11 make thee hear — 
Aye — though thine were the ear of dullard death. 

Bruce. I left them all in safety. 

Falkland. Aye, aye — all ! 

Tou said aU, didn't you ? My wife— her letter. 
Could — ^not — ^my — ^lady — ^write ? 

Bruce. Oh, agony I 

Falkland. All was your very word. Thou canst not mean 
Other or less than that. Thou ever wert 
Precise of speech, and scrupulous of truth ; 
I '11 hold thee to 't. A rigid creditor — 
1 11 not compound a fraction of my debt. 
Or spare a jot of thy so blest assurance. 

Bruce. Would that thou couldst extort, or I could render 
The tribute of my tidings, equal to 
My longings, and thy hopes. How can I tell it 1 

Falkland. Down with thy thunderbolt. Out of the blue 
serene 
Launch the death-dealing fire. I stand all bare. 
Let it fall on me ! If my wife be not well, 
Although I am not by — 1 can bear that. 
She hath been ill — grew better — will again. 
If indisposed to write— if she *s grown cold — 
I own I left her 

Bruce. Cold indeed ! Ah me ! 

That loyal heart, until it cease to beat 
Could ne'er grow cold to thee ! 
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Falkland. It is not cold ! 

Say that it is not cold ; it beats sedate 
Its stated rhythm ! Tell me it pulses still, 
And I '11 fell down and worship thee ! It echoes 
Throb for throb my infinite love — nay, say 
But that she lives, and thon shalt be my idol — 
I a pagan ! Why dost thou turn away, 
Thou oracle of evil ? Must I wring 
Drop by drop from thee that which I would not know ? 

Bruce. My northern tongue, help'd by my hodden-grey, 
Franked me through Essex' Imes ; and, by their watch-fires, 
I heard the soldiers talk of giving battle 
To-morrow. Many a stalwart fellow slumbers 
To-night, that ere another will be wrapp'd 
r the sleep that knows no waking. Thou, my lord, 
K such the chance of war, may take thy rest. 
No more to wring thy soul with strife or sorrow. 
Here, standing with thee on the awful brink 
O' the great hereafter — plodding the lonesome way 
We all must follow — a. no less solemn hour 

Could bear me up to break to thee the thought 

Thy angel — hath — a little — ^gone before I 
And waits, that hand-in-hand her love and she, 
May go where time no end or grief doth know. 

Falkland. I hear thee, oh ! I hear thee ! Misery ! 
What can it add to that ! Edith, I come ! 
No life, when she lives not — that was my life ! 
WTiat ! did she leave no message ? I fled from her — 
'Twas for the best — and yet, it was unkind. 
No parting words — no gift of love — no sign — 
A motion of the hand — a look that, as 
She wing'd her flight for heav'n, tum'd back to bid 
Her husband follow ? Had I but known 'twould e'er 
Have come to this, not land, nor title — no. 
Not honour, nor good name, nor dread t)f scorn — 
Not yawning hell itself, nor hope of heav'n. 
Had moved me to have left her ! 

Bruce. Oh, my lord. 

Be not thy self-tormentor ! Thy remembrance 
Beguiled her every hour. The livelong day 
Was all too short for tasks that love made light — 
Thy girl's first needle-work-— their birthday gift — 
Some sweet surprise, some fond or quaint device 
She thought would please thee 'gainst thy coming home. 
And when she called the children to their task. 
And drew them to her closer, as if they 
Were part of thee ; the lessons flagg'd, as she 
And they stray'd to their common theme, to fancy 
What thou wert then a-doing. 
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Falkland. Oh ! no more ! 

To hear thee is the rack ; yet, I could listen, 
As if thy theme were my ear's only function. (Enter comet. 

Cornet. My lord, the troops, as you commanded me. 
Are tinder arms. 

Falkland. Aye, aye — time 's not up yet. Go. Rid me 
of thee. 

Cornet. My lord, I 

Falkland. No more words ! I 'm dangerous ! 

Begone ! And yet — O God ! my fractured wits ! — 
Old comrade, you and I will soon be where 
Those who together watch the moi*ning*s dawn 

Will never see the sunset. My rough words 

Thou, Captain, hast a wife ; but mine 

Cornet. Dear lord, 

How light for me thy hasty words to bear — 
How hard for thee their cause ! Without more speech, 
I '11 spare thee all the time will Essex leave us. (Uxit, 

Falkland. As sterling as the steel of thy good sword ! 

And thou, dear friend, and friend of her who oh ! 

I am a moth j cannot forbear the light 
That scorches me to nothing. The desire 
Overmasters me. How can I school my lips 
To utter, or this sinking heart to bear — 
The last sad office of a lorn widower — 

To hear — how came she — ^my dear wife — my Edith 

How was it that 

Bruce. My lord, spare me the rack ; 

Thyself the torture 

Falkland. No ! By Him that made me ! 

No turn o' the wheel — ^no, not one fractured member ! 
Out with it ! All thy horrors ! Mystery 
Is woi'se than worst of truth. Give me my wife 1 
Her husband reckons with thee. He that render'd 
The very kernel of his soul into 
Thy wardenship, would now resume his trust. 
The great gulf fix'd I 'd wade to come at thee ! 

Bruce. Though I can scarce yet bring me to the stake 
That wrings from me a tale so terrible. 
Thy duty is so clear in this regard, 
I cannot baulk, though I to stone should turn thee. 
A gang of Rupert's ruffians 

Falkland. Ah 1 1 ! No mora 1 

I can no more. I 'm weaker than my words. 
I, that have looked at death i* the cannon's mouth, 
Cannot face that ! No friend — all strange about her ; 
No nurse to soothe the pain or straight the pillow ; 
No loving hands to close those loving eyes ! 
The angels whisper'd her that dark foreboding : 
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How earnestly she {beaded me to stay ! 
But it wa3 not to be. O heart of flint 1 — 

soul unworthy of its heavenly treasure ! — 

1 come-— how can I meet thee ? My poor mother, 
That was so foolish fond, hid from my father 

My fisiults she would not see, and doubled all 

Her son's small gifts — ^how little did she reck 

That he would go before her to the grave ! (Bnier comet. 

OoBNET. "^^'I come not till necessity will brook 
No more delay. The final muster waits. 

Falkland. I follow thee. {Exit comet,) The hurd realities 
Of war recall me to my pressing work ; 
The last this fitful life hath got to do, 
Ere this care-cumber'd frame and it part company. 
I* 11 borrow from the night to leave my will, 
If one proscribed hath anything to leave. 
My children 1 Can I think and keep my senses ? 
My orphans, as they '11 be this time to-morrow, 
May draw some pity from the Parliament 
To cancel my attainder ; but to thee — 
And Chillingworth— — 

Bbuce. My lord, they captured him 

At Qlo'ster siege. Your dear ones are well cared for. 
Their father's thousand friends already .tender 
All that esteem and love can owe. Who was 
Thy friend, now Colonel Cromwell, will be theirs. 

Falkland. Take them to their old grandam. Next to her, 

Who but no more of that. Dear friend, a long farewell ! 

Enough ! 'tis finish'd. {Exeunt. 

SCENE VIII. — Parlicmienta/ry Army. Crnnp newr Criddade. 

Morning. Officers diapersecUy. 

First Soldier. I '11 tell thee what, there is no fight in him. 

Second Soldier. Old Essex is a fool. 

Third Soldier. How often has he, 

When we had got them in a vice, let slip 
The good luck through his fingers. 

Officer {to (mother). He is in 

A comer now. He must fight, else he wouldn't. 

Second Officer. How sulky Hazelrigg and Hampden look'd 
When Foozle here let Rupert through at Brentford ! 

Third Officer. The King's position 's strong. We must 
cut through. . 
Thank heav'n, we can't go back. {Enter Serjeant. 

Serjeant. You are to get 

In marching order. Ev'ry regiment 
At eight will file for pray'rs — and then to breakfast 
As we deliver battle, psalms and blessings 
Will signal be to move to the attack. 
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FouBTH SoLDisR. A CTotchet of old Non'8. 

TuiBD Soldier. 'ISgad, his orotclietd 
^Hit hard. 

FouBTH SoLDnsB. Make Kupert quaver. 

AU. Ha! ha! ha! {Exeunt 

SCENE IX. — EoyaUst eamp. Falkland in his tent 

Falkland. Hath €rod the gift of iDsight of the future 
j3 iven. to such instruments. Gift — ^but not boon. 
^Fhe Pythoness in rack'd contortion utter'd 
IkLer oracles wh^i inspiration seized her. 
..And thus the hag of second sight dotii scream 
^Her rapt response, not that she would, but must. 
Jler prophecy, I never could cast from me 
^11 these long years, this day will be foliill'd. 
"My winding-edieet, is 't not up to my throat. 
The Standiuxi fell at Nottingham — ^the head ! 
But that 's hereafter. Faithful counsel hated — 
A cause that *s desperate— a bleeding country — 
Myself proscribed — ^my innocent heir confiscate— 
What's there to live for 1 {Enter vcUet,) Francis, the enemy 
Is on his way. I would be in my best : 
My lace and linen — see that they be clean. 
That my poor corse be spared the heartless jests 
Of ribald riflers. Thou, my faithful servant. 
Wilt find that I have not forgotten thee. 
Servant. Oh ! my good lord ! 
Falkland. Nay, thus I know 'twill be. 

Enter Wilmot, Hertford, Kingston. 

Good morrow ! Where are Rupert and Carnarvon ? 

Wilmot. The Prince is pulling on his boots ; Carnarvon 
Was riveting his armour. They are here. 

Enter Rupert oTid Carnarvon. 

Rupert. What ! Falkland tum'd a fop I WTien I've to work, 
I doff my holiday clothes. 

Falkland. I would be gay. 

My spirits rise when thunder 's in the air. 
Comrades in war, and friends in peace, I 'm glad 
That we are gather'd here. I slept last night 
The only natural sleep hath rested me 
Since this cursed war began. I 've long'd for peace— 
I 've urged it to be charged with disaffection — 
I am a-weary of the time. I see, 
Looming out of the depths, a dread hereafter. 
The King 1 Cassandra for the truth was hated ; 
But it would have its way — and so 'twill now. 
We 've had our quarrels j let us end them here. 
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If any I Ve offended, heartily 
I make atonement. As for me, this world 
Hath nothing. Ere night's pall shall be its shroud, 
1 11 be well out of it. To all my fellows, 
"Who have together fought and bled with me, 
1 wish this day good fortune, peace well eam'd ; 
Home and content, rest in serene old age. (Tkei/ all shake hands. 

(Scene drops. 

SOE'N'KX.'-'Anotherpa/rtqftheJleld. The battle over. NightfaM. 

Essex, Hazelrigg, Mandeville, Hollis, Pth. 

Essex. We have gain'd on them. We sleep on the field. 
Hazelrigg. If we fight on we must have candle-light. 
HoLLis. They *11 meet us for another bout i' the morning. 
Mandeville. Their loss is fourfold ours, I hear, besides 
Of men of mark. 

Enter officer. 

Officer. I 've sent our scouts to search 

The coi^ses for despatches. Here are some, 
That have come in already {ha/nda to Essex). 

Essex. Lord Carnarvon ! 

My life-long friend and neighbour ! England ill 
Can spare so good a son. A letter here 
To his poor countess. What is this ? — Lord Falkland \ 
How greedy art thou, Death ! and all so dainty^ 
Could notluDg less content thee than the best 
And bravest ! Victoiy at such a price. 
Is *t not defeat % The paper 's open. Here 
He tells the finder that atBurford House 
He '11 be well paid who takes it. To his steward — 
He dates at twelve last night — he signifies 
That when it reaches him he '11 be no more. 
To each dear little one— all orphans then — 

He leaves such tender messages of love 

Bat I must halt, else sure my mother's weakness 
Will blind me. 

Pym. Orphans ! aye, so Cromwell writes me. 

His noble wife, just murder'd, broke his heart. 

Essex. He that hath none fares best. Bah ! Buth 's for 
peace. 
That we may earn it we must fight for it. 
Let 's see our troops well posted and well fed : 
So to our pallets, comrades, till to-morrow. 
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